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Miss Her 


Author's Notes: 

This version of Blood Diamonds starts where the prior one ended. | never linked the bands to the other story 
because Jason Hook was not in FFDP at the time | selected him for Blood Diamonds. The actual band, FFDP, is 
not in this story. I'm just using two of their members :-D | hope there are people who still care about ol Bob. 
I've gotten several PM's over the years, asking about her. | hope it's not too late. 


~Dave~ 
"Wow." 


| turned my head to look at Glen. He had his guitar in his lap as we sat in the front lounge of my tour bus. A 
production crew had given me a box of DVD's the day before, It was full of concert footage shot over the 
course of the past two years. There had been talk of releasing a Live Concert DVD to the fans. | was supposed 
to make selections on which performances | wanted on it. We'd only gotten five minutes into the first disc 


before my jaw dropped open. 


"Look at Bob." 
Look at Bob? Glen was telling me to look at Bob. Like | needed to be told to look at Bob. 
"God, you can't miss her, can you?" He laughed. 


Oh, you can miss her... Not in the way Glen was talking. No, he meant that if she was on the screen, no 
matter what else was going on, you had to watch her. Miss her, well yeah, you could miss her. You could miss 


her a whole fucking lot.. not that I'm speaking from experience or anything. 
"Geez, was she always like that?" he asked. 
Slowly, with my eyes locked on the screen, | nodded. 


Bob was a blur of blonde curls and denim, her motorcycle boots stomping all over the stage. She swung her 
Fender Precision Sunburst off one hip to the next. Her lips were constantly moving. It didn't matter if she was 
in front of the mic or not, she was singing every one of my lyrics like it was her voice the band depended on. 
In between singing, her eyes were all over the crowd, her mouth smiling brightly. The rest of us looked like dog 
shit next to her. Glen and | barely moved compared to Bob. Shit, she even moved more than Shawn. 


"It looks like she loved playing with us, doesn't it?" 


My eyes cast to Glen and then back to the television screen. "She did love playing with us." Under my breath, | 
muttered, "She loved playing with me." 


| met his gaze. Wordlessly we communicated our regret, longing, whatever you want to call it.. us missing her. 
James was a good bassist, don't get me wrong, he was better than good, but he didn't feel it, he didn't love it 
like Bob did. From watching the footage of her, it looked like she loved it even more than me. 


Glen laughed out loud during the portion of "My Kingdom Come" where the groove is all bluesy and low. Bob 
stepped low, her legs canted out wide, her hips rocking, the neck of her guitar up in the air. It wasn't so 
different than a Rob Trujillo crab walk. Well, it was a shit ton sexier. 


"Do you miss her?" 


| was surprised Glen asked me that. We never talked about Bob, not to each other, at least. No, the only time 
Bob became a topic was when we were being interviewed. When it was revealed that Bob had been hyped up on 
a shit ton of Starbucks and had left a thumb vial full of saccharin in her luggage, trying to pass it off as she 
was doing cocaine, it wasn't too hard for the Drovers to figure out something that shouldn't have happened 
had happened. 


"Holy shit. Look, it's Bob." 


Shawn had come to the front of the bus. He stood next to Glen, eating a banana, his eyes just as glued on the 


television as the rest of us. 
"How's James doing?" | asked. 
Shawn shrugged. "He's asleep." 


There was one problem with McDonough, aside from the fact that he wasn't Bob; he wasn't handling the 
extensive touring well. He seemed to always be sick If he wasn't catching every cold that came around, it was 
his gut. We thought he'd caught a stomach bug, but for some reason, it wasn't going away. He'd had it for a 
few weeks, and it was still hanging on. There were a few nights he didn't think he could go on. Luckily, he 
toughed it out. 


"| wonder how Blood Diamonds is doing." 


My eyes watched as Bob sang the lyrics to Scorpion. Look deep info my soul Her eyes were so wide as she 


sang, her lips exaggerating each word. 
"Blood Diamonds ain't doing shit," | replied. 
"Are they still on tour?" 


| nodded. Truth was, | knew exactly where Bob was. | had noted all the towns she was playing at on my copy of 
the Megadeth tour itinerary, looking for any congruence. | knew that when we got in to Salt Lake City we'd 
have a day off. | also knew that Blood Diamonds was playing at a club there called Area 5I that night. 


Thirty-six hours later, | walked up the steps to Area 51. It was a dive bar; capacity couldn't even be five 
hundred at the very most. It was a concrete box painted black, lit up with red and blue neon lights. The 
bouncer recognized me immediately as | came up. He waived me through along with Twiddle Dee and Twiddle 
Dumb, which is what I'd gotten around to calling Shawn and Glen. We stayed in the back of the place. It was 
crowded, but not as crowded as the first time I'd watched Bob play with her Arizona band, Wicked Antics. Still, 


we had to force our way through shoulders to get wherever we could. 

"Area 5l, we introduce to you, former members of Megadeth... Blood Diamonds!" 

The crowd erupted. | could see Nick was already behind his drum kit in the near darkness of the stage. The 
guitarist appeared first, on the left side of the stage, kinda shaking his head. Then out came Bob, and the 


audience went insane. First thing she did was wave her hands around as she came up to the mic. 


"Hold it, hold it" She banged her fist on her bass guitar, making a loud ‘bong-bong' sound. "What is this shit? 


Former members of Megadeth? How about we are just Blood Diamonds, okay?" 


There was some boo's from the crowd. | crossed my arms over my chest, smirking. She was trying to 


distance herself from me? Really? The reason these people probably came to see her was because of me. 


"Just to let you guys know, there will be no covers, got it?" More boo's. Bob tilted her chin down and raised 
her eyebrows. "No? You don't like that?" She shook her head and tilted it to the side, giving a pout. "Awww, we 
going to get upset we don't get our wittle Megadeth fix?" Then she frowned. "Then why are you here? Go see 
Megadeth tomorrow at the amphitheater." 


A few people walked past me on their way towards the exit. | kept my head down, hoping they wouldn't 
recognize me. The Drovers did the same thing. Then all of a sudden Bob turned her head to give Nick his cue, 
the swirl of it kicking up her blonde spiral curls. He immediately flailed both arms out and crashed into his 
cymbals and along his tom-toms. The double bass drums thumped in a pace as fast as any of my songs. The 
guitarist ripped into a solo, and even though | hated to admit it, it wasn't too bad. The people that were exiting 
made their way back. | overheard one of the assholes yell, "Holy shit!" 


The hair on my arms stood up on end as Bob leaned her head back, closed her eyes, and then let out this 
crazy, ass Banshee scream. | knew the song. | knew all her songs since | had their disc for quite some time 


now. Not that Bob gave me a copy. | was able to get an early copy because we were on the same record label. 
War from heaven, pleasure from hell. Kick your ass and make the sell 


Bob's hair was longer than when I'd seen her at the Sushi restaurant, but no fucking brainer there, that was 
over nine months ago. She was also pale as a sheet and way too fucking skinny. She wasn't taking care of 
herself. She was letting the road and stress get to her. Don't get me wrong; she was still fresh as hell. She 
wore black shorts, thigh high socks with her knee high Doc Martens, a black halter top that showed off 


shoulders and a few new tattoos. Her eyes were lined too thick with make-up. Her lips were too red. 
Fuck you, fuck me, thats all itll ever be. Take my heart or set me free... 


She leaned back, a vintage Fender bass, this one in Arctic Ice, lying against one of her hips as she hammered 


on it. 
Worst of all is this lonely sea This lonely sea Can't stay a head above on this lonely sea 


The Hook kid sidled up next to her, his eyes locked on her face as he rocked back and forth, pushing his pelvis 
towards her, shredding his solo. She looked at him briefly and smiled. There was chemistry there. | couldn't be 
surprised, | guess. Locked on a tour bus for the past eight months, it was bound to happen. That's why l'd had 
her travel with Nick. l'd tried to stay away from her. Fuck, | was still trying to stay away from her, but | 
couldn't get away. I'd see her face on MTV2 or in a magazine.. on my fucking tour bus television set. Blood 
Diamonds wasn't selling CD's, though, and | knew she was in trouble. Back in the day you had time to establish 
your audience, had time to tour and recruit. The labels didn't give bands that kind of time anymore. It cost too 
much money. But even still, any time I'd finally forget her, I'd get into my car, turn on the radio, and there 
she'd be, singing about me. 


Master magics five, master magic mine, make your music, take your dime. Bend me over, ain't that how it goes? 


My heart it breaks on the stones. This lonely sea, lonely sea... 

| watched her stomp around and swirl her hair, scream, and sing, for the next hour or so. She was covered in 
sweat, and | wondered if the Hook kid would be smelling it on her later, tasting it on her skin. | shook my head, 
rejecting that thought. 


More than halfway into the set there was a break between songs. Bob was at the side of Nick's kit, guzzling 


down a bunch of water. He flung a towel at her, just missing her face. 
Someone in the audience yelled, "Holy Wars!" 


She sauntered her way to the front of the stage, all seductive like, but | knew it was a play. She leaned her 
mouth down, her lips brushing against the mic, eyes dead and glaring from under her brow. 


"Fuck you." 


The Hook kid, he was laughing. Then | could see him mouth "C'mon, why not?" Bob shook her head at him, 


shrugging with her arms out. They met together, their voices barely carrying over the microphone. 
"No"/"C'mon, itll be fun'/"No"-/"Come on, they want it’/"Alright, if | have to... Kick the Chair.” 

Ha ha, they were going to perform my song. Nick began slamming it out. | don't know how he was keeping up 
with these kids. He wasn't no spring chicken, you know? Ah fuck, what did | care? | felt satisfied knowing that 


as much as | was trying to get away from Bob and failing, the same shit was happening to her too. 


When the song was over, she stood in front of the microphone, her chin lowered, a clump of wet hair swinging 


in front of her face. 
"| can't believe you assholes made me play a Megadeth song-" 
"A Toute La Mordell' 

"No. You guys. Stop" 

"Cemetery Gates!" 

Bob nodded. "Okay" 


| loved when she sang this song. True, it reminded me of my fallen friend, but it also brought back the 
memories of New York, of the blinding white bathroom tiles, and her body laid out before me. 


Bob closed her eyes, shaking her head as she sang. Reverend, reverend, is this some conspiracy? Crucified for no 


sin, an image, beneath me- 

She swung softly until the meat of the song started, and then she was a head banging, hair slinging blur, 
stomping her Docs around, flinging her bass off one hip to another. | could see the sweat fanning out off of 
her as she twirled. Then she got quiet again. | wondered if this song made her think of me as much as | 
thought of her. 

Sometimes when Im alone, | wonder aloud... F youre watching over me, some place far abound... | must reverse 

I'd decided the Hook kid was pretty good. He ripped through the song, through Dimebag's solo, without a hitch. | 
could tell Nick was tired, though. Bob turned, lifting her chin to check on him. She wanted to keep jamming but 


it was too much for him. She turned back to the audience, with a shy, tired smile. 


"Anyway, you guys turned out to be alright. Hope you enjoyed the show." She brought her arm, gripping the 
mic tightly, pushing it out as she leaned forward. "We're Blood Diamonds. Buy our record please" 


Shawn leaned towards me, bumping my shoulder. "Are we going backstage?" 
| shook my head. 


Silently, the three of us walked out, got into Glen's rental and headed back to the hotel. Once alone, | opened my 


cell and began tabbing around for my manager's phone number. | hit ‘call: 


"Hey," | said once the line picked up. "Get your pen and paper. | got an idea" 


Breaker 


Author's Notes: 

Its funny how all the things | imagined for Bob when | first started Blood Diamonds are gone. Her trajectory 
has changed course in a major way. Unfortunately, it no longer includes her buddy, her Nick -( Oh well, all my 
old readers are gore, it seems. Anyone reading this now was probably never in love with Nick like the old gang 


was. | still love him but not in a way where | can write him and do him justice. What a funny, lovable, off-beat 


guy. RIP, Mighty Menzanator. 


In other news, in case any SFDP fans happen upon this, when ‘Blood Diamonds’ first came into my brain (A 
LONG TIME AGO), | knew | wanted a studio guitarist who had worked with pop princesses..so, | think | even 
googled, "guitarist Hilary Duff" and Jason Hook came up. | ordered his Safety Dunce DVD which he made in 
2005 or something like that, and he's got a goofy drummer friend, who happens to also be in SFDP, Jeremy 
Spencer. The two of them are the cutest little string beans. It's so weird to research them now and see how 


much they've changed. So tattooed and buf fl! WOW 


~Bobby~ 


It was past five in the morning when Hook and | got back to LA. The sun was just coming over the hill behind 
his apartment as he put the key in the door. 


"What do you bet Jeremy is crashed out naked on the couch?" 

Hook's eyes found mine. He knew | was right. His best friend, Jeremy, a goofy drummer, a bandless drummer, 
was his roommate and took care of all of Jason's cats while he was away. Jeremy was alright, but he was big, 
loud, and always in the way. | stayed with Jason while we were in and out on the road. | planned on buying a 
house once | had enough dough, but the dough was not coming in. In fact, all it did was go out. 

The door swung open. The apartment was dark, minus the flickering from the television and a lamp on a table 
by the couch.. where Jeremy was buck ass naked, one arm slung out parallel from his body, a cat sleeping on 
his chest. His head was tilted back, his mouth open as he snored. 


"Great," | muttered. "His ass is where | normally put my pillow. No wonder it smells funny.” 


Hook laughed, shaking his head. Once the cat noticed us at the door, he jumped off Jeremy's chest and came 


towards us. 


"Hey, pussy," Jason said, setting his bag down and getting to a knee so he could scratch his cat. 


| edged past him so | could set my bag down in the hall. 
"You can sleep in my bed" Jason motioned towards his room. 
"Thanks." 


Normally | would say no, but | was tired, and | didn't want to cause trouble. Besides it wasn't out of the 
ordinary for me and Jason to sleep together. Not like that. We were strictly platonic, but due to the close 
quarters on ‘Dolly’ our small, shitty tour bus, there was only one acceptable bed, a double, in the back lounge. 
If it wasn't Hook sleeping beside me there, it was my buddy, Nick. Odd man out got the couch in the front. 
Since | was the singer, and my sleep was most important, or, in other words, no one wanted to hear me bitch, 
| always got a spot on the bed. At Jason's house, | didn't complain, though, since he let me stay there for free. 


| pushed the heel of one Converse against the toe of the other and kicked my shoe off. The other followed. | 
yanked my sweatshirt over my head and tossed it in the corner with my shoes. My black stretch pants soon 
followed. As | pulled the blanket back on Jason's bed, he came through the door. | faced the wall and shut my 
eyes. | could hear the movement of fabric, the clink of his belt, as Jason undressed. | heard the hard sound of 
his wallet and chain coming down on his nightstand. With a ‘click’, the lamp turned off. It wasn't dark long. The 
room soon filled with an orange-tinged haze as the sun came up. As tired as | was, | couldn't sleep. | could tell 
Jason wasn't sleeping either. | heard him sigh. He changed positions, bouncing the mattress, sighed again, moved 


again | leaned back to see him over my shoulder. 
"You alright?" | asked. 


His dark brow lowered over his bright blue eyes. His nostril twitched when he snorted. "You know we're fucked, 


right?" 

| nodded. 

"It's probably only a matter of time before they kill the tour" 
Again, | nodded. 


Jason shook his head and then slammed it into his pillow. He dug his fingertips into his eyes. "Damn it, Bob. Why 
won't they promote us? Why is Road Runner letting us just twist in the fucking wind?" 


Quietly, | said, "I don't know." 
We lay, both of us staring at the ceiling, until eventually we fell asleep. It wasn't restful sleep, though. When 


Jeremy woke up he started banging pots and pans around. He turned on the stereo. He called out for the cats, 


shaking a box of their food like a maraca. 


"Here, kitty-kitty. Here, kitty-kitty." 


| opened my eyes. | was lying on my side, facing Jason. He was on his side, staring at me. 

| hate Jeremy." 

The side of his mouth hitched. "Yeah. Right now | hate him too." 

Then the bedroom door flung open. 

"Hello, lovers." 

"Jeremy" 

Thankfully, he was dressed now, but not much. He wore what all the drummers | knew wore. Black bike pants. 
That was it. He bent over like he was singing "l'm a little tea pot, short and stout" and motioned his hand 
towards the kitchen 

"Breakfast, sir.. madam." 

| got out of bed | was only wearing a tank top and a pair of boy cut panties but my modesty was long gone. 
Over the course of staying with Jason, Jeremy had walked in on me coming out of the shower, going in to the 
shower, inserting a tampon, taking a shit. Jeremy had seen more of my body than even Jason had. And Jason 
had seen a lot. 

He waggled his eyebrows. "My lady-" 

| brought my hand up. "Shut it." 

Once | got into the kitchen, there was a plate with a half cooked egg and two limp bacon slices. | took the toast 
off the side and walked out into the living room. As | sat down, one of the cats came towards me. It head 
butted my shoulder. | nudged it away and watched the cartoons that were playing on the television A few 
minutes later, Jason came through the living room, looking down at the cell phone in his hand. He eyes met 
mine. | didn't like the look he was giving me. 

"What?" | asked through a mouthful of bread. 

"| got a voicemail last night." 

| stopped chewing and frowned. 


‘It's from management. They want to meet with us today." 


My chest sank. Fuck. We were getting axed. | heard Jeremy behind me in the kitchen drop a dish. 


"Oh shit.” 

Three hours later, | was squeezing my ass into Jason's karmann ghia. We took the expressway to our 
manager's office. We met Nick in the parking lot. He had the same ‘Oh fuck' look on his face that we did. He 
threw his arm over me as | came towards him. | wrapped mine around his waist. My buddy. My Nick. This had 


been our dream together. It wasn't supposed to end this way. It wasn't supposed to ever end at all, 


Hook held the door open for us to go through. The three of us got into the elevator together. No one said 
anything. We just went to the ninth floor to take the swing of the hatchet. 


"Don's waiting for you guys in the conference room," the secretary said, pointing us down the hall. 


Jason approached the door and pushed it open. As his body cleared my view, as | came through the doorway, 
as Nick dropped his arm off my shoulder, | saw him. 


"Dave?" 


One side of his mouth pulled into a grin as our eyes met. He was sitting in one of the chairs across the table. 


He swung it side to side, his dark eyes locked on me. 

"Hey, Bob. Long time no see." 

Nick behind me. "Fuck" 

My eyes went to Jason | could see the question marks hovering in their blueness. 
"What's going on?" | asked. "Why are you here?" 


There was a gentleman with him. He looked familiar, probably one of the suits that was with me when | signed 


the 300 page contract before | started the Blackmail the Universe Tour over two years ago. 


"Miss Ellison" He stood up and shook my hand. "Nick" Then shook Nick's hand, although Nick was eyeing him 


suspiciously. "Steve Johnson" He shook Jason's hand. 
"Jason Hook." 

"Where do | know you from?" Dave asked, pointing. 
Jason shrugged. "Uhhh, lots of places, maybe-" 


"Studio musician?" 


Jason nodded. "I've done other hired stuff too. Vince Neil... Alice Cooper-" 
"Ahhh, yes, that's it. You played for Alice." 


Dave leaned forward to shake his hand. | could tell Jason didn't know if he should take his hand or not. He'd 
heard a lot of negative shit from Nick.. and maybe a little bit from me too. 


"So, what's going on?" | asked. 

Steve motioned to the chairs. "Please, take a seat." 

| noticed our manager, Don, sitting in the corner. He greeted us with a nod. The three of us sat down, me in 
the middle, which is how we pretty much did everything. Dave's eyes stayed on me. | tried not to look at him. 
He knew | was trying not to look at him. | could tell Nick was trying to push down an anxiety attack. He held his 
head up by cupping his forehead in his hand, his elbow pushing down on the table. Jason and | watched Steve 
pull out three copies of a thick packet of paper and three pens. 

"What are we doing?" My eyes shifted from Steve to Dave. "What are you doing?" 

"Trying to help you out.” 

"Help me out?-" 


"We don't need your help," Nick interjected. "We don't want anything from you." 


Dave and Nick glared at each other for a while before Dave replied, "The rest of your band may feel 
differently—" 


"| don't care. | don't want anything you have to offer.” 
Dave slid his eyes to me. "Do you feel the same way?" 


Jason placed the flat of his hand on the table in front of me, reaching towards Dave. "We are open to hear 
anything you have to say-" 


"The fuck, no, we aren't-" 
"Nick! Let's just hear them out." 


"No! 


The whole time my bandmates argued, | just sat there silently. Dave's gaze held me. He looked so good, his hair 


longer, curlier. He had a few day's stubble on his chin, a few hours of sunshine on his cheeks. | gulped down a 


swallow and brought my eyes to the packet of papers that was slid in front of me. 

"You look tired, Bob." 

Without looking at him, | replied, "That's because | am." 

My eyes jolted as Nick rolled his seat back and got to his feet. "I'm outta here." 

"Nick?" | sought him out over my shoulder. "Please. Sit down. At least listen" 

He furrowed his dark brow at me. As tired as | looked, Nick looked much worse. We were both pasty and pale, 
our hair frizzy and split. All three of us had lost weight. | didn't fit any of my jeans anymore. Now all | could 

wear were stretchy things until | had the money to buy smaller pants. Nick's clothes hung off him too, but it 
made him look like a homeless person. 

"Please?" | sucked my bottom lip under my teeth, pleading. 

Nick's jaw tensed and he pulled his chair back out. He took a seat, slamming his elbows on the table. He leaned 
towards me, pushing his face in mine. "l'm not going on tour with him. | don't care what it means. I'm not doing 


it" 


| turned forward and flipped a couple of pages on my packet. There was a letterhead at the top. In fancy, metal 
looking letters, it read ‘GIGANTOUR.. 


| chuckled a sick, heartless laugh. "You want us to go on tour with you." 
"This could open doors, Bob-" 

| nodded. 

"No. Nope." Nick got up again. "Not doing it." 


Jason, next to me, shook his head with a heavy sigh. "Nick If you think something better's coming, you're 


fucking delusional, man." 
"That's a definite," our manager, Don, added. 
"| don't care. l'm not dealing with this asshole again." 


| covered my forehead with my hand, pushing back tears. | didn't want my dream to end. | wasn't ready to 
throw in the towel. | brought my eyes to Steve. 


"Can you give us the Reader's Digest version of what the contract says? | will absolutely read it all myself 


before | sign anything, but l'm exhausted. Just tell me what you guys want." 


Steve sucked in a breath and poked around on the contract in front of me. He turned some pages and said 


some shit that | didn't care about. | only paid real attention when he got to the heart of it. 


"We have a slot, the opening slot, that Blood Diamonds can take. Its open to change. If, over the course of the 


tour, your popularity exceeds one of the other bands, Blood Diamonds will move up." 


Jason flipped through the packet and leaned towards me, his blue eyes clouded with worry. "Dolly is not going 
to make it through these dates." 


"Dolly?" Dave asked. "Who's Dolly?" 

"Our shitty, 1168 tour bus. It was owned by Dolly Parton" 

Dave chuckled and covered his mouth and chin with his hand, letting it brush down onto his neck. 
Steve flipped some pages through his packet. "If you turn to page 13.. addendum fifteen" 

Jason perked up in his chair. "You'll supply a tour bus?" 

"Yog" 

That was it. That was enough for Jason. He poised his pen up. "I'm in. Just tell me where to sign" 
"We're not doing this, guys." 

"Yes, we are-" 

"Have you not heard a word I've said? I'm not doing it" 


| remained silent. All kinds of thoughts went through my mind. What would happen if we didn't take this 


opportunity? What would happen if we did? Nick's face came into mine again 
"Bob. | absolutely won't do this." 
"Nick, please." 


My eyes rose to Dave again. He brought the flat of his finger under his nose to scratch it. He watched me 
intently, waiting. He smirked. 


"That's one yes, and one no. Looks like you're the tie breaker." 


| nodded. Of course | was. 
"So, what are we doing?" Jason asked. 
"| don't know-" 


He placed his hand on my forearm. His blue eyes studied mine. "What do you want, Bob, without reading the 


entire contract, what's your gut telling you?" 
Quietly, knowing | was about to throw a huge fucking wrench into my life, | said, "Lets do t=" 

"Nol" Nick got to his feet. "You do this, Bob, you'll do it without me!" 

| looked up at him. He knew Jeremy lived with me and Jason. He knew Jeremy would slip right onto his stool in 
a heartbeat. He'd been rallying to do it ever since Jason joined our band. He knew the only reason he was stil 
with us was because of me. 

"| want to do this, Nick. with you~" 

iia 

"You know | love you~" 

"Then say no." 


"| can't. | need this-" 


"You don't need this. You don't need Dave. We don't need anybody. So, we'll play clubs around here for a while 
and get another deal-" 


"Ha ha ha," Jason replied angrily from my other side. 
Dave propped his head up with his hand and sighed. "We got all day, guys..." 


Jason got to his feet and poised himself, arms crossed over his chest, as he and Nick went round and round. 
The same type of thing happened when we were in Savannah, Georgia. | couldn't even recall what they argued 
about but it went on for hours while we were trapped inside Dolly, on the road to Memphis. It was the only 
time | ever got into one of those crummy bunks. I'd decided that was the only place safe in the bus if they 
decided to go to blows. Luckily, that didn't happen, but they remained pissed at each other for two or three 
days after that. | was caught in the middle, just like | was now. 


"Bob." My eyes went to Dave. "Let's talk out in the hall for a minute." 


| rolled my chair back and followed him out of the room. He shut the door behind me but | could still hear 
Jason and Nick arguing. 


"Look. | know you're doing this thing with your own band, but | can tell you're tired of this shit" 


| crossed my arms over my chest, keeping my eyes on my feet, my ratty-ass, faded blue Converse. Dave had 


on fresh, new, black Vans. His hand came into my line of vision when he placed it on my forearm. 
"| don't know how much longer McDonough can hang... if you want your old spot back." 
| lifted my eyes to his. "You don't remember? l.. | quit your band” 


He blinked at me with only one eye... it wasn't a wink. It was more like he couldn't believe what he was hearing. 


Then he smiled. 
"Well, technically, you were fired-" 

"| don't want to just play, Dave. | want to write what | play-* 
"You don't think I'l write with you?" 

My eyes widened "You'll let me write with you?" 


"Well." His head pulled back on his neck and his eyes scanned somewhere away from my face. "I would still have 


the final say so. | mean, it's my band-" 

"Yeah, see, that's what I'm talking about.” 

His eyes came back to me. "You know what Megadeth starts with." 

| nodded. Together, at the same time, we said, "ME." 

"No, thanks, I'll pass." 

| stepped past him and went back into the conference room. Jason and Nick were both in their chairs. Jason 
was perusing the contract, and Nick had his chin in his hand, staring straight ahead. Our manager, Don, was 
sitting in my chair, in between them. Dave's guy, Steve, got to his feet, eyeing me expectantly. 

"What are we doing, Bob?" Nick asked, his voice flat. 

Jason's face turned to me. His chin jutted, his motion for me that he was ready. He had this. 


| didn't have this. | wanted to go back a year and rethink all of this. If I'd known I'd have to give up Nick in the 
end, | would have never started this band with these two. I'd go back to Joey and Kyle and re-fashion Wicked 


Antics. | thought | was going to have a band with my best friend. Now, | was losing my best friend. 

Quietly, | said, "lm sorry, Nick" 

He rose from his chair as Dave maneuvered around him to get to the other side of the table. When he faced 
me, his large, dark eyes wounded me. He looked so tired, so broken, so hurt. He didn't say anything. He just 
walked past me out the door. | watched him go, his brown curls pulling behind him, bounding with each step. 


Behind me, | knew Jason was on his cell phone. 


"Hey, buddy. Pack your bags. We're going on tour." 


Imperfect 


Author's Notes: 
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‘Jason and Jeremy making things clear'--LOL Jason's face at :58 kills me. Of course, that is about six years 
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~Dave~ 

Once Nick bolted, the room was silent. | watched Bob as her eyes hovered blankly. Her guitarist seemed 
content, not fucking ecstatic or anything, but | could tell whoever he had lined up as a replacement was much 
more to his liking. 


| jerked my chin at him. "Who's the new guy?" 


"Oh." He looked at his cell phone and then brought his eyes to me. "My buddy, Jeremy. He's probably skipping a 


Jig in my living room right now." 


The Hook kid set his phone down on the table, his eyes following it. Suddenly, he leaned towards Bob, drawing 


her to him with his arm over her shoulder. 

"Are you okay?" 

She only let her shoulder come towards him. Her head lolled to the other side. Her expression didn't change. 
She shrugged him off and darted out of her chair and out of the room. The Kid looked at me, his mouth slack, 
his eyes wide. | closed my eyes and nodded in reassurance. His gaze searched the room. | could tell he was 


trying to decide if he should go after her. | got to my feet and did it before he could. | wanted to be her 


comfort. | wanted to be the arms that warmed her. 
"Bob?" 


She was in the hall again, leaning against the wall. Her feet were planted a foot out in front of her and she was 


hugging herself. | heard her sniffle. 
"C'mere." 


| pulled her into me, feeling her body stiff and unyielding, almost brittle in my grasp. She didn't want me. She 
pushed me off her. 


"lim fine," she said, her voice shaking. 

"You don't sound fine." 

She leaned back against the wall again and pushed the flat of her fist into her eye socket to wipe her tears. 
‘Its never easy to lose a band mate.. especially one you care about so much. You know | understand. 

Her eyes stayed focused on the ground. | looked down at her crappy shoes. Her pants were tight and stopped 
just below her calves. She had lost so much weight that her ankles were bony protrusions. | wanted to tell her 
| wasn't her enemy, that she could trust me, but that seemed weak. | came up with something else. 

"Why don't you let me take you to dinner?" 


She shook her head. 


"C'mon. You need to eat something. You look weak, Bob. You're going to need to be back at [00% when you get 


out on the road-" 
| haven't signed the contract. | haven't agreed to anything yet." 
"You just said-" 


"| don't know. What did | just do?" Her eyes pleaded at me. Her mouth fell agape. Then she looked past me. "I 


can't believe..." 

| put my hand on her shoulder. She felt so frail. | didn't remember her being this tiny. Hell, when she played 
with me, she could've stood to lose a few pounds. Now | wanted to force feed her biscuits and gravy with a 
shit ton of milkshake chasers. 

"Let's go eat. You'll feel better." 

She shook her head. "Hook's my ride." 

"Bring him too, | don't give a shit." 

Her eyes found mine. A tear slipped out when she blinked but she quickly wiped it away. 

"Okay." 

The three of us walked out to my car. Bob and the Kid each had their packets in their hands. | knew Bob would 


go over hers with a fine tooth comb after all the shit she had to deal with when she joined Megadeth, but | 


hadn't pulled any of that this time. She was free to do whatever she wanted. She wasn't my bassist anymore. 


She wasn't anything to me anymore... in a sense that | could control her anyway. 


The Kid knocked Bob's arm with his fist. "Hey, l'm gonna cut out and go home. Jeremy keeps calling and texting. 


| won't get a moment's peace-" 

"Fine." 

She didn't even look at him; she just kept alongside me as we cut across the parking lot. | opened her door and 
watched her fall into the passenger seat. As | made my way to the driver's side, | noticed the Kid was still 
watching us from his car door. Yeah. | could see it there in his eyes. He was just as much a schmuck as | was. 


| drove to the Omni Hotel. There was a restaurant on the bottom floor. 


"Dave." Bob, her arms wrapped around her chest, turned her back to the entrance as we stood in the lobby. "I 
can't go in there like this." 


"You look fine." 
"I'm sure there's some sort of dress code." 


She had a point. It was a five star restaurant. She had on stretch pants, a baggy, faded White Zombie t-shirt 


and tennis shoes. Even | wasn't dressed properly. My shirt didn't have a collar. 

"Well, if there is, fuck ‘em; we'll go somewhere else. But we're already here so let's see." 

Surprisingly, they did let us in. And thankfully, they put us in the bar, in a dark corner, which was probably 
strategic on their part. m sure they didn't want the rest of their clientele noticing us. It was a win for me, 
though, because it was quiet and secluded, and it almost felt like we were alone. 

"| shouldn't be here." 

Bob turned her head each way, noticing the other diners. They were all wearing dresses and suits. 

| looked at her over my meru. 

"You look good. You look.. metal." 

She laughed. | felt my lips pull back and turn up. 

"Holy shit, you're smiling, Bob." 


She bit her bottom lip and looked down. God, she was so fucking cute. She was dressed like a vagabond but she 


was the most fascinating person in the joint. She didn't have a fucking clue. 


"Have you eaten here before?" she asked, picking up her menu. 
"Yeah, I've been eating here all week." 
Her eyes found mine. "You're staying at the hotel? Why?" 


Fuck. | knew she was going to ask me that. | shouldn't have volunteered the information. Her eyes looked to my 


left hand which was holding up my menu. 

"Dave.. you forgot to put your wedding ring on this morning, right?" 

| sighed and put my focus on the menu. Here we go... 

"Oh my god" 

"Don't worry about it, Bob." 

"When did that happen?" 

| shrugged. "A couple of weeks ago." Thankfully, that was when the waiter approached. He eyed me expectantly. 
"Yes, I'll have the prime rib with the Yukon mash and steamed asparagus, and she'll have..." | looked up at her. 
She was wide eyed like a deer in the headlights. "You like seafood, don't you? Yeah, she'll have the scallop 
risotto with the spring salad-" 

‘Oooo, they have mac and cheese." 

"And the mac and cheese." | handed the waiter my menu. "We'll have the caprese to start." 

As one waiter left with our food order, another waiter came to the table with our drinks. Of course Bob knew 
how to order that for herself. | sipped on my cabernet as she dipped her head to suck up a mouthful of beer 
from her mug. Her eyes came to me when | sniffed. | couldn't help but smile. It'd been forever since we had 
time like this together. Wait. We'd never had time like this together. 


"So, are you going to tell me about it?" she asked, pointing at my hand. 


With my eyes locked on hers, | shook my head. 
She nodded and looked at a couple coming in through the restaurant into the bar. They were holding hands. 


"Tell me about your CD," | said, changing the subject. 


"Have you heard it?" 


| nodded, 

"What did you think?" 

| shrugged. "I think you could've done better-" 

"What? What's wrong with it?" 

With a sigh, | asked, "What's with all the fucking auto-tune?" 

"Uh" 

"You don't need it. Your voice is fine the way it is." | pursed my lips and my eyes squinted. "What is it with 


women? You all have to be so fucking perfect. Don't fall into that trap, Bob. Your charm is in your 


imperfection" 
Her face softened and her head tilted as she studied me. 


"Next thing you know you're going to have a bunch of silicone shoved inside your tits and poison injected into 


your face." 
She started laughing 

"You're wearing too much make up on stage.” 

Her eyes widened. "What?" 

Fuck 

"When did you see me on stage?" 

| shrugged 

"You were in Salt Lake. Damn it, | knew if!" 

| took a sip of wine and leaned back so the waiter could set my plate in front of me. | watched as Bob's eyes 
grew wide, staring at her mac and cheese in awe. She shoved a forkful in her mouth and smiled. After she 
swallowed, she took a sip of beer and then her eyes squinted at me. 


"Why didn't you come see me after the show?" 


"Why would |?" 


"We're friends, aren't we?" 

"| don't know; are we?" 

She held her napkin bunched up in her fist and shook it at me. "Grrr!" 
‘Of course we are. Why else would | be here, Bob?" 

She took a deep breath and brought her eyes back to her plate. 

"| figured this is all an elaborate scheme to get me into bed." 


Even though her chin was still tilted down, her eyes came back to me. | took a deep breath. | don't know why | 


said what | said, but it came out of my mouth anyway. 

"Is it working?" 

Bob was quiet after that. | shouldn't have kidded with her. She was too wound up, too raw after the thing with 
Nick. When we were done eating, we walked from the bar into the lobby. She made a beeline for the doors. As 
she opened them, the wind blew her waist length curls against my chest. | could smell her hair, her shampoo. | 
pinched at the hem of her t-shirt, trying to get her to still. She stopped and turned to me, a look of surprise 
jotting her to find me so close behind. 

| can tell you're mad-" 

"l'm not mad-" 

"Why are you stomping out of here like a six year old having a tantrum?" 

"That's not what I'm doing." She pushed a tendril behind her ear. "I'm just tired and ready to get home." 

| looked down at the car keys in my hand and nodded. "Okay." 

Bob gave me directions to her place, which was in a shitty part of town. The apartments looked like they'd 
been built in the seventies, although they did have fresh paint. | walked with her up a set of concrete and 
wrought iron steps to the second floor. She tilted her head towards a door. 

"Well, this is me." 


"This is where you live?" 


"For now." 


She turned the knob and the door swung open. The Kid was standing a few feet away just wearing a pair of 
loose blue jeans, a chain going from his back pocket to his belt loop. His eyes widened. Then he smiled real big, 
showing all his big, white teeth. 


"Hey." 

Then another guy, my guess the new drummer, came walking through. He looked just like the Kid, dyed black 
hair cut into sharp angled layers to his shoulders, tattoos sleeving his arms, no shirt. Both of them were 
young, much younger than me. Some might even think they were better looking too. My eyes went to Bob. 
"Thanks for having dinner with me." 

She pursed her lips and leaned towards me for a weak hug. "Thank you," she whispered in my ear. 

Then she pulled back and went inside. | turned before she shut the door. As | walked down the steps, | could 
hear a ménage of the three voices. | should feel happy that Bob wasn't alone, that she had friends to keep her 
mind off Nick for the rest of the night, but | didn't. | had so much | wanted to tell her, so many things | 
wanted to say, but none of it seemed appropriate anymore. Two years ago, she would've welcomed me. All that 


was gone now. 


| got back to the hotel, to my room. | pulled out a piece of paper and did what | always do when | have shit 
welling inside me that | can't deal with or can't express. 


| wrote a song about it. 


Unicorn 
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~Bobby~ 

| was sitting on the sofa, the one that smelled like Jeremy's ass, as he and Jason paced around the room, 
talking a fucking mile a minute. They were babbling about getting all of Jeremy's gear together, getting cases, 
getting him a ‘Blood Diamonds' bass drum cover. 

"We should just ask Nick if we can have his," | said, my eyes fixated on the television set. 

"No, can't do that," Jeremy said. "Its not like they're universally sized" 

Jason dropped down onto the cushion next to me, the force of it causing his arm to slam into mine. He sat 
that way for a while, way too fucking close to me, his legs stretched out onto the rest of the couch and 
hanging over the side. | leaned away, trying to give him space and trying to maintain a little bit of personal 


bubble around myself. | was still upset from yesterday, and | guessed it probably showed. 


Jason shifted his body to get his head in my lap, his bright blue eyes peering up at me as he smiled. | tried to 


ignore him. | didn't want him cheering me up. | wanted to wallow in my anger and frustration. 

"Hey." He pouted, furrowing his brow. "You don't blame me for Nick leaving, do you?" 

| shook my head. | didn't, for real, | didn't, but | couldn't help that my anger felt directed at him. | guess it was 
because | knew he'd wanted Jeremy with us from day one. They were that close, practically brothers. No, | 


take that back, they were even closer than brothers. 


"| don't blame you," | said, trying to nudge him off my thighs, but he persisted and only scooted closer up onto 
my lap. "Jay-" | pushed at him. 


"We're going to have so much fun" 


"You guys will have fun. | can just imagine all the strip clubs you two will go to." 


Jeremy cackled from the other side of the living room. "YEAH" 

"C'mon, you know you'll go with us’ 

| looked down at Jason's face. He waggled his eyebrows. 

"| went to a titty bar with Nick once. It didn't end well HI leave the stripper mongering to the two of you" 
"Yeah," Jeremy said, "You'll probably hang out with Mustaine anyway" 

| shook my head. "Mmmmm, no" 

"Oh yeah. It's obvious the old guy's trying to get a litle Bobby butt" 

"Shut up, Jeremy" 


"Bobby butt, Bobby butt" Jeremy turned his back to us, bouncing his ass in the air, shaking his fists side to 
side. "Bobby butt, Bobby butt” 


| looked down at Jason. He still smiled at me with his head in my lap. 

"I hate your friend" 

He laughed out loud. His mouth opened wide enough | could see his back teeth. 

It was three weeks later that the three of us made it to a grand set of warehouses in the middle of LA. The 
parking lot was jam packed with tour buses and cars that were dropping musicians off. Jason, Jeremy, and | 
stood in the chaos of it all, our mouths dropped open. Eventually we were led to our tour bus by some guy 
who was carrying a clipboard, pointing and yelling at everyone. 


"Tom, you asshole, that's not where that goes!! The fuck, are you stupid?!" 


As we turned a corner, as soon as | saw it, | knew which one was ours. In a sea of black tour buses, there it 


was. | rolled my eyes and sighed. 
"Oh no" 


Jason looked at the bus and then looked at me, his jaw tense, his eyes blinking. "No, you couldn't have just slept 
with Mustaine, could you?" 


| shrugged. 


"B0B" 


No, this bus wasn't as bad as Dolly. It was twenty years newer. It wasn't purple, but it was close. It was a 
dusty mauve color, and it had artwork on the side.. a white stallion with its mane billowing in the wind as it ran 


across a purple and baby blue desert. 

Jeremy just stood with his hands on his hips, staring up at the side of the bus, his mouth dropped open 
"Lets hope it's better inside," | said, stepping up into the stairwell 

First thing | noticed was that most of the interior was gray: carpeting, wall coverings, curtains. The galley 
cabinetry was dark wood-look. The couches were covered with purple Aztec patterned velour. The ceiling had 
an oval shaped, wood framed mirror running the length of the front galley. 

As Jason bound up and around me, | said, "At least it's not vinyl. At least it's clean" 

He wrinkled his nose. "It smells like cigarettes." 

Thank god Dave didn't put us in anything worse than what we already had. This actually wasn't bad at all, 
minus the color scheme and the artwork. There were four bunks which were roomy and had vents. They each 
had their own purple velour curtain for privacy. The back had a U shaped couch covered in the same purple 
Aztec velour as the rest of the upholstery. There wasn't going to be any fighting over a bed or anything, and 
| was happy about that. After | got my pillows and blankets situated into one of the bunks, | went back to the 
front galley where Dave was sitting on the couch with his hands cupped behind his neck. 

‘Oh, are you riding with us?" | asked, smiling. 


He shook his head. "I hope its not too bad.. | mean, it is a free bus." 


| know. Thank you. Its definitely a step up from Dolly or riding in a mini-van" | sighed heavily. "Shouldn't be too 


hard to miss us since all the other buses are black" 

"Mine's not black." 

‘Oh, really? What color is yours?" 

"Silver" 

| sat down in the dining booth across from the couch. His eyes held me and | couldn't look away. The thought 
kept rolling through my mind that all this was on purpose. Every single bus on the lot was black or black with 
decorations on it. The bus he chose for us was purple. And the bus he chose for himself was silver. In any 


situation, we could find each other. | wasn't sure if it was done out of concern and caring or if it was done out 


of a need to control. For some reason, in my heart, | heard that it was done out of his affection for me. | 


hoped | was right. 
Dave rose from his seat and took one in the booth across from me. He had his sunglasses pushed up on his 
head, and it pulled all the hair away from his face. He leaned towards me, propping his chin on the heel of his 


left hand. There was still no band on his finger. His dark eyes blinked softly, and his right hand reached across 
the table and took hold of mine. 


"If you need anything, all you have to do is call. You still have my number, don't you?" 
| nodded 

"Okay. To be honest, | feel a little worried about you" 

"Why?" 


"Out of six bands and a shit ton of techs and roadies, you are the only woman, minus one or two working for 


management. And by far, you're the best looking-" 
"Pofftt. Whatever-" 


"| mean it, Bob. You'd be safer walking into an all male prison. | knew Nick would have, but | don't know-" He 


pointed down the galley to back where Jason was. "Can | count on these putzes to look out for you?" 
"Putzes? My band mates are not putzes." 


That's when Jeremy came trailing through the front of the bus, dragging his luggage behind him. His foot 
caught the strap of one of my bags on the floor and it took him down, face first with a loud thud. 


"Shit! 

Dave leaned over, looking at Jeremy on the floor. Then he sat up and glared at me across the table. 
"Really," | said. "They aren't putzes. Il be alright: 

"Okay, sure” 


Dave rose to his feet and went through the galley to the stairwell, me following behind him. As he stepped to 
the asphalt, he turned to look at me. The sun had his eyes narrowed and he almost seemed happy. A subtle 
smile turned up the edge of his lips. He looked around to the people swarming around him, all the people trying 
to get sorted and on their buses. He stepped back up onto the first step, and it brought his face up to chest 
level on me. He tilted his chin up. Then he took one more step, and his face was right in front of mine. He 
moved his lips towards me. | didn't back away. There was a sudden urge to escape but having him so close was 
rice. The smell of Tide engulfed me. I'd missed that. I'd missed him. How could the old, warm feelings not come 


flooding back? And why should | run anyway? He was separated. | wasn't breaking up his family. It was breaking 


up on its own. 


His hand slid up my back. His lips barely touched mine, and then he pulled away. We both smiled. | looked down 
at my feet to break our gaze. | couldn't tell what all my eyes were giving away. | still had the intense urge to 
guard myself. The bruised parts of me were still tender. His hand lingered on mine as he took the two steps 


down to the asphalt. 
"Bye." | smiled. 


He didn't say anything. He held my hand as long as he could before he eventually turned his back to me and 
went to his bus. My eyes followed him across the parking lot, to the big, silver bus. I'd lost his head in the 


crowd, but it came back into view as he climbed the steps. 
"Hhhmmph." 


| looked to the first step of my bus. It'd been a while, but that face, that burly, fur covered face, | would 
know it anywhere. He was wearing mirrored sunglasses and a red bandanna tied over his head. There was the 


ever present leather vest with its Harley Davidson patches. 
"Bob" 


"Hank!" 


| blew down the steps and into his arms, bouncing off his belly a bit. He stumbled backwards, catching himself 


before | knocked him over. 
"Whoa! Got a lot of power for being so scrawny.” 
| leaned back, smiling broadly. "Dave. Dave did this." 


Hank sucked on his teeth and stepped back. He didn't confirm or deny. He just went up into the bus and took his 
seat behind the wheel. He turned on the radio and an old Canned Heat song came wafting out, "On the Road 
Again" | flipped down the jump seat and perched myself there, hugging my knees to my chest as the door 
came shut with a yank of Hank's hand on the lever. And that was it. We were on the road again. Excitement 
welled up and tightened in my chest as | watched the line of black buses, the silver one at the front, as we 
made a convoy onto the highway and off to our first destination. It felt like my first day for the BTU tour all 
over again. Only this time, | knew things would be different.. way different. Things would be better. They'd 
already started off better. My band would be seen by thousands, millions of people. My voice, my songs would 
be heard. And Dave would be a part of it all. 


"Bob!" | heard Jeremy yell from the back lounge. | could barely hear it over the radio, but there it was again. 
"Bobl... Bob!" 


| got to my feet and trod down through the front galley, through the bunk room, to the back. | stood in the 
doorway, staring at the two putzes. They both were stretched out on the velour U shaped couch on their 
sides, propped on one elbow. Jeremy had his top leg up, bent at the knee. They both had video game controllers 
in their hands. 

"What?" 


Jason's eyes were on the TV in the corner. Jeremy stared at me, his mouth open enough for his top teeth to 


show. 
"We're on a purple bus with a unicorn painted on the side of it-" 
‘Its not a unicorn," | said. "It's a stallion-" 


"Couldn't you have at least given Mustaine a blow job? Maybe he'd put us on one of those fancy Prevosts 
instead of this piece of shit" 


As | glared at him, Jeremy's mouth broadened into a wide grin. | could see Jason turn his head away slightly 
so | wouldn't see him stifling a laugh. 


"Fuck you. Fuck you both." 


As | turned and walked back to the front | heard them bust out into laughter. Faintly, | heard Jason say, "Dude, 


you are harsh-" 

"Ahh, I'm just messing with her." 

| parked my ass back in the jump seat, Hank catching me in an oblique glance. 

"Everything alright?" 

| smirked. "Couldn't be better." 

| wasn't pissed. | was used to getting the piss taken out of me, usually by Jeremy, and sometimes by Jason. | 
knew I'd get my chance to put it back on them. | wasn't worried about it. There was four months of Gigantour 
for me to make their lives hell. With the impression they'd made on Dave, | might even get his help. | smiled to 
myself thinking about it. When my mind came back to the here and now, | | noticed the sky was darkening and 
turning gray. 


"Oh, is there rain in the forecast?" 


Hank nodded, turning on his blinker and checking his mirror. He was following the line of buses into the middle 


lane. 


"Yep. Three or four days of it.” 


Metal Heart 
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~Bobby~ 


Our first stop was Nampa, Idaho. It rained the whole twelve hour drive there. | spent most of my time in the 
jump seat because I'd missed Hank so much that | just wanted to be near him. He barely talked, though, and | 
didn't know if | should keep running my mouth at him. | mean, he might have lost his concentration, and | didn't 
want me, my two putzola band mates, and Hank to do a Cliff Burton. So, | just sat there until | started nodding 
off. Then | climbed into a bunk and tried to sleep, but | could hear Jason and Jeremy playing video games. 
Every so often one of them would yell; one of them would curse. | even heard and felt the thud of Jeremy 
jumping to his feet and banging his chest like an ape after he beat Jason. | did finally sleep after they nodded 
off. They left the television on, though, and every so often | could hear an explosion or scream coming out of 


the screen. 


When | woke, | was not happy. My mood didn't get better when | came off the last step of the tour bus and | 
landed in a puddle, soaking my Converse through to my feet. The rain was still coming down hard as | ran from 
the parking lot to the venue building. Unfortunately, this show was an outdoor concert and | was one of about 
two-hundred people trying to get inside. By the time | did, | was soaked. | noticed Dave, dry and comfortable, 
standing at the mouth of one of the inside doors. His eyes found me and watched me coming towards him. It 


took all of about half an hour. 
"Bob." 
‘Oh my god, this sucks." 


| felt his hand on my back as he pushed me through into a bigger room. | felt so very ADHD, my focus 


shifting all over the place, all the faces | recognized, passing in front of me, around me. 

"Frankie Banallil" 

"Look," Dave brought his mouth to my ear. "Listen to what | have to tell you." He had me by my arm and 
turned me to face him. "You guys are going on first, so-" He snapped his fingers in front of my face, drawing 
my eyes back to him. "Listen, Bob. What l'm going to tell you is important." 

"Okay." 


"Wear rubber soled shoes, got it? Let the techs handle all equipment that you don't specifically have to. | don't 


want you taking a couple hundred volts on your first day." 

| nodded. "Okay." 

"You got three minutes to catch and hold their attention. Do you have your set list done?" 

| shook my head. "Jason's putting that together-" 

"Start with ‘You Can't Hold Me’. That is the catchiest song you have and people should know it from MTV." 

My eyes narrowed. "You know I've been on the road for nine months already-" 

"Yeah, but look where it got you." 

He had a point, but it still irked me that he was telling me what to do. 

"| like what you wore in Salt Lake. It will be hot enough that you shouldn't get too cold" 

"Yes, dad" 

He smirked. "I've been doing this for twenty years, Bob. | might know something about what I'm saying.’ 

The Idaho Center had its outdoor stage in between two hills. | stood on the side of it, watching buckets of rain 
come down and funnel towards the crowd. There weren't many people here, just seven or eight people deep in 
rows against the barricade, and my nerves were kicking up. | didn't know how | felt about it. I'd slipped already 
once, walking from the dressing rooms up the stairs to the rear stage. The rain was slowing, but | knew I'd still 
be stomping around on a wet floor. | was clumsy enough already without adding water to the mix. 

"This sucks." | turned my head to Hook as he stepped up next to me. "Ever play in the rain before?" | asked. 
"Once, with Hilary. | nearly broke my arm, coming off the riser and slipping on the top step. Took a flight down 
in a hurry.’ My eyes widened as he nodded. "Be careful. If you start to go down, don't brace yourself with 
your arms. Just take the fall, even if it's on your face. You can still play with a broken nose." 

| winced, thinking about it. 

| wish | could say the anticipation was the worst part of the show, but it wasn't. Our opening audio track didn't 
play; so we all had to just come walking out very anti-climactically. Jeremy was first. So, he tapped out a drum 
roll as Hook and | appeared in front of him. 


"Hello, Nampall" | screamed, holding my fist up in the air. "Are you ready to rock?!" 


The few people, standing out in the rain, made a groaning sound. | turned towards Jeremy, my bass up, and 


slinging down to my hip as | swirled He broke into "You Can't Hold Me" just like Dave had suggested, but 
Jeremy wasn't use to me and my cues; so, he came in too early, and it threw me off beat. Jason glared at 
me, gritting his teeth. He hunkered down over his guitar and came at me in bent leg steps. As he got close to 
me, he head butted my shoulder, and | started laughing while | was singing, but he did what he meant to do. He 
broke the tension | was holding in my body. It got me into a groove, and | let the music take me over. | let 
myself go and forgot about the rain, the lack of a crowd. There was no reason to do anything but enjoy the 
physicality, enjoy the beat vibrating and pulsing through my body. It was working. We were sounding better. | 
could see the crowd becoming more alive and growing by a few more rows. A couple of people were jumping 


and throwing their fists in the air. Some started stomping in the mud, in a circle, moshing. 
"YEAHIII!" cried Jeremy from behind his kit. 
"HELL YEAH!" | screamed into the mic. 


Jason was bouncing around, smiling like the Cheshire Cat, his hair wet and slinging in clumps. | left the mic to 
get to the very front of the stage, bending down to look at the crowd. | actually made eye contact with a few 
people, pointing at them as they gave me the metal horns. It felt fucking awesome. Then | turned. | noticed 
Dave and one of the Drovers at the side stage, McDonough there too, all of them with their arms crossed 
over their chests. It made me more determined to prove a little fucking rain wouldn't stop me. | was grooving, | 
was jamming, | so had this. Then, as | stepped towards the drum kit, my eyes locked on Jeremy as his arms 
flailed, waving around, his torso shaking from his thighs bouncing, double stepping his bass drum pedals, | hit a 
slick spot and then- DOWN- | went, my hip scraping the side of the drum riser. 


"Ahhh, fuck!" 


| kept playing, me lying flat on my back Pain radiated up through my hip. | didn’t let it throw me off beat, or 
not by much anyway. | kept going, staring at the tarps over my head, billowing in the wind. A few rain drops 
came down on my face. Then Jason leaned over me. He was laughing. | was laughing too. When the song stopped, 
he stuck his hand out to grab mine and help me up, only it didn't help me up. He slipped and came down on me 
with protesting screeches emanating from our guitars. We were both a heap on the floor. Jeremy's laughing 
echoed out over his head mic. There was some noise from the crowd too. A tech ran out and pulled us both 


up, finally, and | walked up to the mic, all out of breath and smiling. 
"Fucking rough out here," | said to the crowd. "I feel like | should be rolled in bubble wrap." 
My eyes went to the side stage, to Dave. He had a smile on his face, shaking his head. 


"Here's a song, track four off our album.. should any of you decide you want to buy it..." | mumbled, "Please 


buy it" Then | grumbled, very Mustaine-esque, "Metal Heart" 


| swung, leaning towards the neck of my bass, catching Hook's gaze as | turned toward the drum kit. Jeremy's 


dark eyes fixed on me, peering over his tom-toms. He began pounding out the beat as soon as | got my mouth 


to the mic. 


‘Shivers down my spine. So cold So hollow. 
Push it away, push it away. | don't want fo be lke you 


h your pain | writhe, | sink, | wallow. 
How can | ever be the same? 


[am who you made me" 
| strutted in place, swiveling my hips in time. | slung my hair around like a propeller. 


‘Can't fight fire with fire. lm too frozen for that. 
Everything in me shuts down. | cant breathe. 
suffocating in the vacuum of your black heart 
Your cold, dead, black, metal heart." 


The memories of myself as | wrote the song came flooding back. The feeling of abandonment | had as | read 
article after article of my departure from Megadeth. The humiliation | was too weak. Too emotional. | was self- 


serving and just looking out for myself. USER. He told everyone that I'd used him to jump start my own career. 


| spun, facing Dave. His eyes were narrow, maybe from the rain that had kicked up again, maybe because he 
could see himself in my words. | stepped, my Doc Martens kicking up water as | came to the microphone. The 
wind had the rain coming down as a thin sheet into my face. | stomped, causing splashes of water to come up 
so high that | saw it hit my thigh, some on my belly. The pain from my fall pulsed and radiated through my 
body. 


"Break me. Break me. | am crystal 
Transparent for you and the world 
Í loved too much. | loved foo deep. 
The water of my soul caused you fo rust. 


Your cold, dead, black, metal heart." 


| felt Hook come up beside me, pushing the top of his head into my shoulder as he soloed. He lowered and tilted 
back on his haunches, his blue eyes peering into mine as he leaned back and let the rain come down on his 
face. His mouth opened. His chest strained against the buttons of his wet shirt. It stuck tight to him, forming 
to every inch of him. | got to my knees in front of him, the sides of our bodies facing the crowd. | mimicked 
his movements, both of us thrusting our hips against our guitars. | banged my fist over and over on the body 


of my Fender. 


Of course, | forgot about how | was going to get back up. One knee rose and | pushed, trying to gain footing, 
but my other shoe slipped, and | went forward. | brought my hand out but then quickly pulled it back and | 
rolled. There | was, looking up at the tarps again, still pounding away on my bass. | knew Hook had made it on 
his feet because | could hear him doing his vocals. | tried again, making it to my hip, my sore hip, cringing. Then 
| stood on both my knees, bringing one up so | could push off. That's when the crowd starting hooping and 


hollering. It was louder than our music. Two hands got me at my ribs and brought me to a stand. My lips at 
the mic, | turned to see Dave walking back to the side stage. Once he was hidden from the audience, he turned 


to watch me. His arms folded over his chest again. Our eyes stayed locked as | continued singing. 


can't change. This is how Im made. 

Í will always be crystal. | will always be crystal 

You will always see through me. 

And you will always be cold and metal, impenetrable." 


It might have been my imagination. It might have been what | wanted to see. But | could swear | saw his head 
shake, just ever so slightly. 
| brought my eyes back to the crowd. 


"We are Blood Diamonds. Thank youl" 


| walked off the stage, following Hook to his side and away from Dave. | felt the bounding of Jeremy's steps 
behind me. 


The rain stopped after our set, but the stage was still a hazard. The second band that went on had problems 
slipping like we had. Their audience was just as small, maybe just a little more enthusiastic than our crowd. The 
putzes and | hung out in the audience, watching, trying to get an idea how we must have looked. | noticed the 
sound was shitty and without dynamic, but then again, the second band's sound was a lot muddier than ours, 
no pun intended. Over the course of the day, the three of us went back to the bus to rest and change. We 
didn't have an on-board shower, so | would have to go backstage if | needed to get clean. | decided today that 
my shower had been the rain. It made my hair really kinky and full. My stage make-up was a shadow of itself 
when | checked my reflection in our bathroom. | just took the rest of it off and said fuck it. 


"Goddammmm." 


My eyes turned to Jeremy. We were both standing in the bunk room, changing. He was putting on a fresh pair 
of black shorts. | had just pulled my shorts down. His eyes were fixated on my hip. 


"What?" 


Hook bumped around, past Jeremy, trying to reach into his bunk to get to some dry clothes he'd pulled out for 
himself. He stopped too, his eyes going to me. He cringed. 


"Damn, Bob." 


| looked down. My hip was a giant blossoming flower of red and scattered purple dots. It looked like a water 
color rose that had bled out of its lines. 


"Wow. Well, that explains why it hurts to walk” 


| grabbed a pair of panties from my bag that was in my bunk and slipped them on. | felt Hook's jeans scrape 


against my ass, and it was enough pressure on my hip to make me hiss. 

"Sorry! 

| felt him turn to face me, more denim scraping against me. 

"Geez, Bob, sorry" 

He patted my shoulder, the flat of his hand hot against my skin. Even though it was getting up to ninety 
degrees today, my clothes were still wet when | climbed into the bus and Hank had the A/C on, set to seventy. 


Every move | made, part of me pushed against Hook, and every move he made pushed against me. | tried 


reaching for a shirt when | noticed Jeremy was still staring at me. 

"What?" 

His eyes weren't on my hip anymore. They weren't on my face either but somewhere in between the two. 
"Jeremy, you act like you've never seen my tits before." 

He chuckled. "Not like that. I've never seen your nipples that tight 

Jason knocked his fist against Jeremy's shoulder. "Dude. Stop." 

"Those are very bitable.” 

Without looking at him, | shot Jeremy the finger. "Not gonna happen, Spencer." 

Jason reached over me, tossing something black and fabric onto my bunk. "I found your shirt in my bag." 

| stretched, since he'd tossed it to the very back. | had to step onto the bottom bunk to get closer to it, but 
it wasn't enough. Jeremy was able to lean in and easily get it. As he handed it to me, his eyes were still 
fixated on my tits. After | had a hold of it, | swung the shirt out and hit him in the face. He laughed and 
turned away to go into the front galley. | heard him land on the couch with a groan. 

| slid the shirt over my head and yanked my hair out from the neck of it. Jason leaned around me again, 
putting something else of mine on my bunk. When he was done, he leaned his shoulder against the wood frame. 
His blue eyes peering into mine, seeming so serious. 


"He's got a little crush on you. You might not want to change in front of him." 


"He's already seen all of me, Jay. He has an uncanny knack of walking in on me anytime | remove an article of 


clothing-" 
"You think that's by coincidence?" 


My eyes followed Jason as he slipped his belt through the loops of his jeans and fastened the buckle. | hadn't 
thought of that. | seriously thought Jeremy was just a big, dumb animal. | never thought he was doing any of 
that on purpose. I'd gotten very comfortable with my nudity in front of the guys, with Jason. The first time 
was awkward, true, but Nick was there, so any excitement or curiosity got quickly squelched. | did remember 
him looking for a minute, but hey, he's a guy. | gave him a looking over too the first time he was completely 
bare in front of me. | thought, yeah, his girl is a lucky bitch. Of course, that was three or four girls ago. Hook 
knew he was beautiful. He liked his girls just as beautiful, like soft porn beautiful, with perfect hair, perfect 
skin, perfect fat, high sitting boobs. Any idea of hooking up with Hook flew out the window the second | met 
the very first girl. And, really, that was for the best, wasn't it? Despite having some screaming thigh sweats 
for the guy, | had no business messing with the friendship that had blossomed between us. Now that Nick was 
gone, Hook was my best friend, and it SUCKED that | had to compete with Jeremy for him, especially when | 


knew | couldn't win. 

| was slipping on a pair of motorcycle boots, sitting in a bottom bunk, as | watched the two of them, their 
heads bobbing, as they descended the steps in the bus's stairwell. | wrapped a long sleeve flannel around my 
hips over a pair of black bike shorts. | adjusted my tank top and slipped on a pair of sunglasses. As | came 
down the stairwell, | was surprised they were still at the bottom, waiting for me. 

"Ready?" 

| looked at Hook. "Yeah." 


"Okay, let's go." 


And then we headed back to the concert and waited for Megadeth to come on 


New Guys 


Author's Notes: 
If you've read Megadeth= Equal Opportunity Employer, then you know what all this stuff is about ;-) 


~Dave~ 


"Did you get good footage?" 


| watched as Tommy, a videographer l'd hired for Gigantour, was squatted down, mulling around in one of his 


equipment cases. He looked over his shoulder at me. 

"Did you see anything good in that?" 

| shrugged. "I know it was raining, but | saw a lot of good stuff going on-" 

"Like the singer falling on her ass over and over?" 

Chuckling, | nodded. "Sure. She did fall down a lot" 

Tommy got to a stand in front of me and crossed his arms over his chest. My head tilted, studying him. 


"| don't know. Ill have to go through it, but if you want me to come up with an entire video I'll have to tape 


half a dozen shows at least" 

"Okay. lm not a director or anything, but Id like to go through what you have. I'd like to give you my input" 
Tommy nodded. "Sure 

"And they aren't to know anything about it, got it?" 


"l'm doing the best that | can, Dave. | can't promise they won't see me. | have to get in front of them, you 


know?" 
"True." | nodded. "Just do your best." 
Over Tommy's shoulder, | noticed Bob and her set of putzes cut through a crowd of techs and roadies 


towards the stage. She was wearing sunglasses, so | couldn't tell if she saw me watching her. She probably 


didn't. | was in the recesses of the side stage as she crossed to the other side. The sun was shining now, and 


everything about her was technicolor, her hair, her skin, the splattered blues and pinks of the tattoos on her 
one shoulder that trailed down her arm. She had on black shorts, sleeveless shirt, and motorcycle boots. The 
sleeves of a red and blue flannel shirt were tied around her waist and it looked like a skirt, blowing in the wind 


behind her. 


"Dave?" My eyes went back to Tommy. "Hey, go ahead and take this card. | really think it's going to be shit, 
but tell me if you see anything worth splicing out of it" 


| took the SD card from him and put it in my front pocket and nodded. My eyes went back to Bob as she 
disappeared behind a tarp. 


"See ya, Tommy.” 


| patted him on his shoulder and ducked out, down the stairs off the side stage to the back stage area. It was 
all open, a field of grass and mud cluttered up with trucks and buses and a few tents. | noticed Bob and her 

guys go towards the catering tent. Perfect. That wouldn't look like | was trailing her at all. | would totally be in 
a catering tent at seven o'clock. | had three hours before | went on stage. | usually ate at this time, but | had 


my food brought in I'd never eat the shit that came in with catering, but what did anybody else know? 


When | came down off the last step, | was only a few feet away from Bob. Her hair billowed out behind her, a 
golden wave of corkscrewed tendrils. | loved her hair, smelling it, holding it tight in my fist. She'd already been 
out in the sun enough today that her untattooed shoulder was showing a rosy tinge to it. | watched the 
muscles in her legs flex and relax as she walked. Her boots had a lining of mud drying around the sides of the 
soles. She had a putz on either side of her. The new drummer walked like the cartoon buzzard off Looney 
Tunes, hunched over in the shoulders, a stupid expression on his face. He would talk every so often, pushing a 
clump of black hair behind his ears, and then checking to see if Bob was listening to him. The Hook kid seemed 
to be observing more than anything. His narrowed eyes scanned the people coming and going. He turned his 
head enough to notice me behind them. Just my luck, he knocked his elbow against Bob's arm and tilted his chin 
over his shoulder, a motion for her to turn Which she did. She stopped walking as the other two went on. A 
hitch of a smile lifted the side of her lip. | hated that she had those fucking sunglasses on. | wanted to read 


her eyes. 

"Are you following me?" 

My lip curled and my eyes squinted in an effort to cover up the fact that | actually was following her. | 
stopped in front of her and crossed my arms over my chest. Finally, she pushed her sunglasses to the top of 
her head, clearing the hair out of her face. 

I'm coming to grab a bite to eat. | had no idea you were back here." 


"Let me buy you dinner," she said, smiling broadly. "I mean, | can return the favor." She chuckled. 


"Fine. Buy me dinner." 


She didn't have to buy me anything. All the bands could eat for free in the catering tent. It was all hot dogs 
and hamburgers, though, and I'd eaten enough of this shit in the past to not eat it if | didn't have to. But... well, 
| might eat some of it if | could do it with her. 


She grabbed a paper plate off a stack and used her thumbnail to split it into two, handing the top one to me. 
"Here. Be careful with that. It's fine china" 


| chuckled. We edged along the line of tables, slowly, so very fucking slowly. Everybody that wasn't busy right 
now was in this tent, trying to get grub. The Hook kid was in front of us. He rose up on his toes to see what 
was on the tables ahead. He turned, lowering his head to get his face close to Bob's. 


"They got mac and cheese down there." 
"Sweet" Bob nodded. "If I'm lucky, they'll have pistachio marshmallow salad too." 


He got on his toes again, his head waving left and right to see around the doofus drummer and then turned 
again He muttered something | didn't hear. They were so comfortable together, and | envied him. Not just 
because he had that intimacy with her, but because he was young, talented, and had so much time ahead of 
him. He was easily ten years younger than me, probably more. Bob said something back to him and his bright 
eyes lit up and he laughed, his whole body bouncing with it, dimples showing in his cheeks. Fucking putz. 


It took us about half an hour of stop and go to get to the end of the buffet tables. Forever | was being 
interrupted and bothered by random people stopping to talk to me and shake my hand, even when | was 
carrying a plate full of food and a bottle of water, making it impossible. | tried to be nice to them all, but 
sometimes you just want to be left alone, you know? A few of the assholes even checked Bob out while they 
were talking to me. Their eyes would start at her hair, because as big and blonde as it was, you couldn't miss 
it, but then they would scan down her body to her legs, then back up again, lingering over her ass and tits. 
Classless assholes. Yes. | know. | have been a classless asshole many, many times in my life, but that's what 
age and maturity has done for me. Made me a classy asshole. | was better at hiding my ogling. All the fucking 


eyes on her were pissing me off. 

"Dave!" 

| nodded at whomever the guy was that was calling me, as | followed Bob, who followed the putzes to an empty 
spot at one of the picnic tables. There were about fifty of them parked under two tents. More than two 
thirds of them filled. 


"Hey, man! Come eat with us!" 


| shook my head and continued following Bob. The Hook kid sat on one side, Bob sliding in next to him. The 
Doofus took the other side, in front of Bob. | jerked my chin at him so he would slide in further so | could get 


in too. He pulled his plate down in front of him, his eyes wide, like it was some fucking surprise | was going to 
eat with them. | noticed him and the Hook kid exchanging glances. Fuck ‘em. | didn't give a shit what they 
thought. 

| watched as Bob slid an elastic off her wrist and began knotting up her hair behind her head. 

"Man, | need one of those too." 

She popped another one off her wrist and handed it across the table to me. 


"Thanks." 


| combed my hair with my fingers, gathering it up as she watched me. She smiled and put her eyes to her 
plate. 


"What?" 

She shook her head. 

"Do | look stupid? Whats got you so amused?" 

Her eyes came back to me as she opened her mouth. | watched her slide a forkful of food between her lips. 
She chewed through a smile. Despite having all her hair tied up, one tendril didn't make it and it was blowing 
around in front of her face. | poked my fork around at the crap on my plate. Cheap catering food. God, | hated 
it. 

"Well, Bob. Its not the Omni, is it?" 

"Nope. It's better." 


My lip curled. "I don't know how you can say that. This is shit” 


The Hook kid opened up a small sack of Cheeto's. He positioned it between him and Bob so she could get out 
whatever she wanted. Then he turned and got a forkful of some lumpy, pale green fluff off of her plate. 


"What the hell is that?" | asked, pointing at it. 
"Pistachio salad." 
"How can that be salad? | don't see any lettuce in that." 


"Hey, it's green. That makes it a salad." 


"Is good. My mom used to make this," the Hook kid said before thumbing back the top on a can of Pepsi. 


Then, Doofus sitting next to me reached across the table and tried to get himself some, but Bob crossed her 
fork in front of his, blocking him. 


"What?" he asked. "You let Jason get some-" 
"No. Mine. You should have gotten your own" 
He looked at me, all big dark eyes and slack mouthed. 


"You're the new guy," | said. "Everyone gets to shit on you for the tour." 


He scowled. "Fuck that." Then he reached over and stuck his fork in Bob's plate, taking some of that fluffy shit 
anyway. After he had it in his mouth, he grimaced and chewed, cringing. "That's nasty." 


| chuckled and ate at whatever I'd dumped on my plate. It was gross. | ended up just covering it with my napkin 
and watching Bob and the Hook kid, each of them taking each other's food while the Doofus sat next to me, 
slumped shouldered, and chewing with his mouth open 

The Hook kid, as he snaked his fingers into the sack for a cheeto, said, "You should be glad you weren't the 
new guy when Nick was here. Fuck. | don't know what he did to me, but somehow | got the worst shits of my 


life. | went through like four pairs of underwear in half an hour." 


My eyes edged to Bob, who had her lips pursed to keep from laughing. Somehow, | don't think it was Nick who 
dosed him. No, | knew better. | knew exactly who fixed Hook. 


"So you poisoned him too?" | asked. 

Her eyes widened and she focused her face on her plate, shoving a bunch of food into her mouth. 
"Poison? You poisoned me?" The Hook kid leaned down to look in her face. She kept avoiding his eyes. 

| turned to the Doofus. "You're in for it. | bet you sleep with your mouth open. Bob's gonna get you too." 
"What?" 


| looked back at her. She was chewing, her head tilted to the side, a crazy look in her eyes. Her finger up in 
front of her lips. "Sshhhhhh." 


"Nature's Way?" | chuckled. "I'm so glad | don't share a bus with you, Bob. You're so mean" 


"Mean? Oh, like you weren't mean to me-" 


My brow furrowed. "How was | mean to you? | let you have anything you wanted~" 

"Oh my godll How quickly you forget! Remember throwing a TV controller at my head?" 

"| didn't throw it at your head. If | was aiming at your head, | would have hit your head. | hit the wall-" 

Bob shook her head "You broke my fucking bed-" 

"You broke your bed!" 

The Hook kid looked at me, locked at the Dofus, and then looked back at me. 

"She's such a fucking drama queen, isn't she?" | chuckled. 

Hook nodded and went back to eating like he was so used to it all, Well, | guess he was. He'd banded together 
with Bob for the past year and a half. He'd banded with her almost twice as long as | had. Hell, all this time | 


felt so smug, like | knew her better than he did, when the truth was, he probably knew her way better than | 


ever could 
Bob grabbed my plate as she got up. "Not hungry, huh?" 


| shrugged and watched her take our plates to dump them in a trash can. As she came walking back, she 
smiled at me. Then she stood at the end of the table beside me, letting her hair down and slipping her 
sunglasses back on her face. | got to my feet, my chest brushing against her shoulder. | used it as an 
opportunity to whisper to her. 


"Come with me to the dressing room. | need to talk to you about something. Its important.” 


| started walking, hoping she was behind me. | looked over my shoulder. She was. She jogged a little, catching up 
with me, and then stopped to fall into the cadence of my gait. | wanted to grab her hand. | knew | shouldn't. 


Part of me wanted to claim her for all these eyes to see. Part of me knew that would not be good for her. 


It took us awhile to get to the building up the hill from the stage. | pulled the door back for her to walk in 
front of me. She waited to follow me again, but as soon as the door shut behind me, my bass player came out 


from one of the open doors that lined the hall. 


"Hey." He stuck his hand out to shake with Bob. 


"Bob." 

They nodded, both of them managing a smile. Then McDonough looked at me blankly. 

"This feels weird," | said. "It's like having your new girlfriend meet your old girlfriend” 

They both laughed, but it was just to cut the tension He knew why Bob was here. She probably knew too. 
"How are you feeling?" Bob asked. 

His eyes widened. "l'm fine. How are you feeling?" 

Bob looked at me, then back to McDonough. "I'm feeling good" 

"Well, l'm glad we got that shit out of the way," | said. 

Then | started walking again. | could hear the clop-clop sound of Bob's boots hitting the tile floor behind me. | 
opened the dressing room door to find both Drovers crashed on the couch. When Bob scooted in around me, 
Glen smiled at her but his eyes came back to me. | wondered if he could see the intent on my face. | ducked 
out of my lanyard full of laminates and tossed them on the counter. 


"Do you guys mind giving me and Bob a few minutes?” 


They got up, Shawn groaning because his legs were sore, and made their way out the door. | noticed Glen 


smacked Bob on her shoulder. 


"Hey," she said quietly. As soon as the door shut, her voice got louder. "What's going on? Why is everyone 


looking at me like I'm the enemy?" 
"The Drovers know | want you to play our set tonight-" 
"WHAT?" 


| crossed my arms over my chest, leaning my ass against the counter. My head tilted to the side. Bob shook 


her head, scowling at me. 
"No, absolutely not. No can do, Dave" 

"Why not?" 

"Because you already have a perfectly capable bass player.” 


"He's sick-" 


"He just said he's fine. He looks healthy to me." 

| sighed. "He's leaving. | have a back- up meeting us in Ohio." 

"Are you out of your fucking mind? Why?" 

"Jim's miserable and | don't want him here." 

"Does he know?" 

| ran my tongue up in between my front teeth and lip, my eyes looking past her. 
"He doesn't know." Bob sighed. "Oh my god. Why are you doing this?" 


"I have a box of footage from the shows you did with us. If you could see the difference between you on 
stage and Jimmy, you would understand" | huffed. "Its your fault I'm in this position-" 


"WHAT? How the hell is this my fault?!" 


"You quit on me. Jimmy was just supposed to be the back-up guy. | wasn't supposed to need him, and | 
wouldn't have if you hadn't walked out on me." 


Bob sighed and turned her back to me. She put her fists on her hips and tilted her head down. 

"Is this why you wanted us for this tour, so you could get me back in the band?" 

"No. Not exactly. | want you back, you know that. You're always my first choice, but | know you gotta do this 
thing on your own, and I'm happy to support you in that. But.. you also made me realize the people around me 
aren't passionate about the music. You're passionate, Bob, and | miss that. | need that energy. We look like 
corpses stumbling around on stage. You're... | don't know... What you do is like magic. It's like you paint a picture 


with the color of your emotions.” 


She looked over her shoulder at me. Most of her anger was gone, leaving behind just the look of sadness on 


her face. She turned around and walked towards me. 
| want to help you," she said, "but | don't want to be the bad guy." 
"You're not the bad guy. | am. I'm always the bad guy, remember?" 


"Does it have to be tonight?" 


| nodded. "I'm meeting with him as soon as you agree to play tonight. Management has a cab waiting for him. 


They're loading his stuff up now." 
"What if | don't agree?" 
My jaw tensed and my eyes narrowed. "You won't do this for me?" 


"This is the first fucking day of the tour, Dave. You couldn't decide this shit before we got on the road?" 


| sucked my bottom lip under my teeth. Of course she was going to paint me in a corner and make me explain 


all the shit | didn't want to. 

"| watched you today, and | decided | couldn't do one more show with him." 

"My show? My sucky ass show?" 

| couldn't help but smile. She had no idea how great it all was, even with the rain and the falling down and 
miscues. The three of them loved what they were doing and it showed. It reminded me of the days with 
Hetfield and Ulrich, the days when we were young and stupid and just happy to be playing.. before the drink 


and drugs ripped all that apart. 


"Yes, Bob. You're sucky ass show. | wanted that. | wanted to be right there with you, falling all over the stage 
and laughing." 


Her eyes widened and she stepped back 

tite Vodka. *Whyiace you paling. any 

| reached out and grabbed her forearm, yanking her back towards me. Her voice came out quiet, meek 
"Why?" 

"Because, like | said, you're passionate, all of you are. You guys are a team, and | envy that! 


Her voice came out quiet, like she was afraid of what she about to say. "Maybe if you were more of a.. team 


player... less of a boss..." 


| nodded. "I know. But I'm not playing with anyone | feel connected with. If it wasn't a bad time for it, I'd dump 


them all and start over." 
"That's sad" She shook her head. "Everything you're saying makes me feel sad. | pity you-" 


"Why?" 


"Because this is all you, Dave. You don't let anybody get close. I've known this about you for a long time now. 
You can't take it. You have to push everyone away." 


| cleared my throat and looked at my feet. The muscles in my face shifted and tensed. | sniffed and tried to 
relax. Why the fuck was she doing this to me? My eyes sought her face from under my brow. 


"| don't want to push you away." 
"But for how long?" Her eyes questioned just as much as her words. 


"| don't have any reason to push you away now, Bob." | lifted my left hand up and wiggled my fingers. No 


wedding ring. Even the tan line from the band was gone. 
"I can't be in your band." 


"I know. | just need you tonight... maybe tomorrow too, but no more than three shows. By then James should 


be up to speed" 

"James?" 

"Lomenzo. He's the new guy.” 

"Okay. I'll do it, then, for you. Only because you need me." 


| leaned forward and wrapped my arms around her. | felt her sigh and relax. My mouth hovered next to the 


shell of her ear. 


"| do need you.. more than you know." 


Skin 
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~Bobby~ 

One of Dave's minions brought me my bass, the ugly ESP that Id been given when I'd started the BTU tour... 
‘the Booby guitar’ as | called it because of the purposeful misspelling of my name in pearl inlay on the 
fretboard. | sat on the couch, buds in my ears, MP3 player cranking The System Has Failed into my brain. | 
methodically picked out each song. That fucker only gave me two hours to get my shit together. | was so 
pissed. | clenched my eyes shut, concentrating on each song, each note. | sat that way for a long, long time, 
eyelids screwed shut. They popped open when | felt a pressure come down on the couch cushion next to me. 
"Oh shit." 

| popped an ear bud out. It was McDonough. 

"Hey." He smiled, his elbows resting on his thighs, his hands clasped in front of him. 

"Hey-" 

"I just wanted to make sure you knew that | was happy with this." 

"... Okay-" 

“There's no hard feelings, here. Alright?" 

| nodded. 

"Really, you're doing me a favor." 

Again, | nodded. He drew his arm over my shoulder and pulled me towards him in a half-assed hug. | patted 
him. Honestly, as uncomfortable as this was, he made me feel better about the situation. | didn't want to take 


his job. If he was giving it up, | didn't mind stepping up for a show or two. 


"Good luck," he said, getting to his feet. 


"Thanks." 


He saluted me and turned to head towards the door. After he left, a little while later, the Drovers came in. 
They didn't really talk to me much. | hoped it was because they knew | needed to concentrate on re- 
familiarizing myself with the music and not because they resented me. It might have been my own guilty 


feelings, but it felt like they hated me. 


| closed my eyes and went back to picking out my notes on the ESP. | hunched over it, letting my hair fall 
around my face. After a few songs, the cushions bounced again. | turned. Dave. He leaned into the corner of 
the couch, one hand behind his head, the other making a little fingertip wave at me. He was smiling. His chin 


jutted up for me to pull an earbud out. 
"What are you doing?" 
"Making sure | remember my parts." 


"Well, make sure you go over Kick the Chair a couple of times. You really fucked that up when | heard you in 


Salt Lake." 
"Really? You're going to give me shit? Now?" 


He smiled and then laughed. | rolled my eyes, popped the earbud back in, and continued on. When they weren't 
closed, my eyes were on my legs. | noticed | was already getting a suntan. My foot tapped in time, bouncing my 
thigh. | could feel Dave moving beside me, but | ignored him. He shifted up so that he was sitting upright next 
me, his denim thighs in view, his elbow, a forearm as the back of his hand skimmed up the side of my calf. | 
looked up into the room, still thumping out my notes. The Drovers had their backs to us. They had a table full 
of snacks in the far corner of the room that they were standing, chewing their cud at. When one would turn, 
Dave's hand would leave my leg. When they had their backs to us, he would touch me again, cupping my thigh 
just behind the bend of my knee. He squeezed and it woke something in my pelvis. This was not helping the 
pre-show jitters. | turned to look at him, and he leaned towards me, pushing some hair from my face. His dark 


eyes locked with mine. His lips moved. 
Thank you 


Awww. Why did he have to be so fucking lovable? Especially when he'd just put me in the most uncomfortable, 
nerve wracking bind? Thank you? That was all he was going to say? | should ask him how much he was going 
to pay me for these extra shows. | no longer had a contract with him for being in Megadeth. | could set my 
price. | seriously thought about price gouging him.. a million dollars? Yeahhhh. 


| continued thumping around as he got up and walked to where his gig trunk was open. He pulled his shirt up 
over his head and turned to catch me watching him. | didn't look away, though. | just kept strumming along. | 
wasn't even conscious as to what song | was playing, but my hand knew. It had been a long time since I'd seen 
Dave without his shirt. | forgot how much l'd missed it. All the male flesh I'd seen in the past few months was 


young flesh, tattooed flesh, spindly, almost teenage boy flesh. Dave was masculine, thick through his shoulders 
and pecks. He had hair on his chest. No ink, just his bright peach skin. The lower part of his arms were a little 
darker than the rest of him. He slipped another T-shirt on, a black one, and it broke the hypnotic spell he'd put 
over me. | blinked and looked back at the toe of my boot bouncing in time. | looked back at Dave. He was 
watching me as he slipped is wrist bands on. His eyes lowered for just a moment to adjust one, but they came 
right back to me. | was aware of the Drovers moving around in my peripheral. | got to the end of the album 


and | pulled my earbuds off. 
"I should probably change." 
"Its too late for that" 


| nodded. It was. We probably only had half an hour or so before we went on There was no way | had time to 
get to my bus and find something. 


"Besides, you look good, Bob. | like you like that.” 

| chuckled. "Grungy?" 

Dave laughed. "| used to have a shirt just like that plaid one." 

"| got it at a thrift store in Phoenix. Maybe it is yours." 

He sat down beside me. His voice lowered, he said, "I like to think that it is mine. That you're wearing my shirt." 
One of the techs came in and took my guitar from me so that it would be on stage when | needed it. Shawn 
left the room. We all knew why. He took an extended dump before each show. | was amused at this because 
Jeremy did the same thing. Nick didn't though. Nick liked to pace and aggravate you before going on stage. How 
many times had he stolen my drink or mussed my hair before going on with Dave? | felt sad. | still missed him. 
He hadn't returned any of my calls before | left. | hoped he was doing okay. Glen leaned his ass against the 
counter and watched Dave and | until he felt uncomfortable and left too. 


"You chased them off," | said quietly. 


"Good. Much better than me telling them to get the fuck out" He laughed. Then he sat his hand on my thigh. "l 


can feel you, Bob. You're nervous. | know a way to expend that energy." 
| titted my head to glare at him from under my brow. He was smiling. He winked at me. 
| know you are not serious-" 


"Fuck, yeah, | am. | can lock the door. IIl just take a couple of minutes." 


"Phhhaah!" | tried to flick his hand off my thigh, but he had a good grip on me. "Just because | agreed to 
playing these few shows does not mean | agree to being your fuck buddy too-" 


"Why not?" 


‘lm not fucking you, Dave." He leaned to put his elbow on his thigh, his chin in the cup of his hand, those dark 
eyes locking on me. "STOP," | said. "Quit looking at me like that." 


"Are you and the kid fucking?" 

My brow furrowed. "The kid?" 

"Yeah, Hook, whatever his name is" 

"No." | shook my head. "We're friends. We're really good friends." 
‘I'm not even going to ask about the Doofus, | can tell he's not your type." 
"Doofus." | snorted. "I take it you mean Jeremy." 

Dave shrugged. 

"| don't sleep with my bandmates anymore, Dave-" 

"So, you can sleep with me then, right?" 

"Can? Uhhh. | could | quess-" 

"Do you want to?" 


| felt my face flush. My eyes screwed shut and | shook my head. | was giggling like a stupid, school girl. | 
shrugged. "I don't know." 


Dave's hand, on my thigh, moved up and in between my legs. 
"What are you doing?" | giggled. “Stop. 

‘Let me make you cum. Itl calm you" 

"Oh my god, shut up" 


"I'm serious." 


| used both my hands to wrench his hand off my crotch. | set it purposefully on his thigh. 
"No." 

He immediately put it back. "Mine." 

| tried to remove him again but he was so damn strong. 

"When we lock eyes, | can see it, Bob. You want me just as bad as | want you-" 

"Fuck. OFF" 


| threw my hand in his face, the middle finger up and right in front of his eyes. He gritted his teeth and then 


set them on me, biting me. All | could do was giggle. God damn him. 


Then, thankfully, one of the Drovers came back in | couldn't even tell you which one because | was in such a 
tizzy. 

"Well, it's too late now," Dave said. "| was just trying to help you out-" 

"Sure you were." 

He snorted and leaned back into the crevice of the couch. He canted his legs out, one very purposefully in 
front of mine, his denim calf brushing against the bare skin of mine. | sucked in a deep breath. Oh god, it would 
feel so good to have him make me cum. I'd been abstinent for so long... The last dick inside me being Dave's. | 
didn't want him to know that, though. He would feel too proud of it. 


"Five minutes, Dave." 


My eyes looked to one of the minions who ducked in and out of the door before | could even register their 


face. | could hear Dave sigh deeply beside me. 

| know you, Bob. Five minutes is not enough time. What a shame." 

| shook my head, trying to suppress a smile. He wasn't going to let up, | guess. My eyes turned to his. 
"After the show.. Think about it, Bob." 


| knew most of my face was hidden by the back of my head, away from the Drovers. | flicked and curled my 
tongue at Dave, making him bite his lip. 


"Hell, yeah," he whispered. "I'll do that. Ill lick and suck every drop out of you." 


| turned away from him, curling my arm around my ribs, my free hand covering my mouth. Oh god, yes, that 
would be heavenly. | could feel the desire sparking out from my crotch like crackles of electricity shooting off 
a Tesla coil. The rest of the time before the show, all | could think about was being naked with Dave... Touching 


copper curls swing against the black of his t-shirt as we walked towards the stage, as we climbed the stairs 
and his ass was in my face. It was so tempting to slide my hand up between his thighs like he'd done me. | 
wanted to feel him hard and wanting. 


"Me-ga-deth. Me-ga-deth. Me-ga-deth," the crowd chanted for him from the darkness of the night. 


| was handed my bass and | cut across the stage, past Glen who was already at his mic, looking at his row of 
foot pedals. Glen was behind me, leaning over the railing of cymbals that caged his drum kit, trying to rally the 
crowd. Even though no lights were on the stage yet, | could still see them clearly. McDonough was in the 
recesses of the speakers and boxes and cables of the side stage on my side. | was shocked to see him. He gave 
me a thumb's up. | nodded in turn. Then there was the rushing sound of a jet flying over. | hit my cue just as 
the stage lights started flashing all around. Dave was beside me, not quite in the middle of the stage, his head 
bobbing in time as he strummed his guitar in quick staccato strokes. The lights lit bright white behind us. The 
dry ice smoked through the wall of amps, through the drum kit, through our legs. 


"This is late breaking news. Airforce One has been shot down" 
De ja fucking vu. 


It all came back to me like it had only been just yesterday that I'd been in New York, that final show, the one 
where I'd pretended to be on cocaine, the one where afterwards Dave had thrown a water bottle at me, had 


said he lost all respect for me, had told me he thought he loved me. 
‘Loved'- past tense. 


| was aware of faces in the crowd, lighting up red, then blue, sometimes yellow, as their eyes registered that | 
was not McDonough. | saw a few point at me. One or two yelled with their fist up in the air like they were 
going into battle, their faces contorted from yelling. Every so often, Dave came towards me, soloing and smiling 
at me. This was new. This wasn't anything he had done before. | leaned my face at him, my mouth open, my 
eyes wide in surprise. He was treating me like a band mate, not an employee. Maybe our talk had done him 
some good. But over the course of the next couple of songs, he never took that same stance with Glen. It was 


only with me. 
"So, you might notice something's different up here," he said in between songs. "One of these things is not like 
the others." He chuckled a bit. "We have a guest player this evening. On bass. The one. The only. From Blood 


Diamonds." Then, in a growl, he said, "Miss Bobby Ellisuuuuunnn" 


Mss? Bobby? 


Dave turned, waving his arm out at me like | was a grand prize motor boat being wheeled onto the stage 
during the Price is Right or something. Then he started clapping at me. There was a small eruption from the 
crowd. Not as big as I'd hoped. The Droogs hadn't missed me as much as I'd missed them, apparently. | tried to 
get into it. My voice sounded so high and feminine coming out of the PA after Dave's. 


"Hello, Nampal.. We meet once again" 


"Okay," Dave said into the mic. "You had your chance earlier today. This is my show now. You don't get to talk 
to them" 


| glared at him for a moment. | couldn't tell if he was kidding or not. | didn't think he was until he wrinkled his 
nose at me and grinned. It was enough, though. | didn't talk for the rest of the night. | just played my part.. 
which included an impromptu bass solo, which I'd only done once or twice with him before. He prompted me to 


do it by coming up behind me in between songs and poking a finger in my back, his mouth by my ear. 
"Do Cliff Burton." 


So, | did. | flung my hair around and started playing ‘Orion’. The only thing sparkling about that song was the 
bass line. Hell, it didn't even need a guitar player, which was good, because Glen just stood there, his narrow 
eyes fixated on me. Shawn did tap in. And.. eventually, so did Dave. The crowd was going fucking, ape shit crazy. 
| didn't know if I'd made a big, poo-poo, faux pas or not, but what was Dave going to do, fire me? He asked for 
Cliff Burton. He got Cliff Burton. We played for about three minutes, but instead of going into the meat of the 
song where the guitar gets more involved, Dave turned it into "Sweating Bullets", mouthing the title to me 
before he did it. Inventive, | thought. | kinda jacked up the conversion a little bit, but it was still cool. | looked to 
the side stage. That was when McDonough gave me another thumb's up and then he turned and disappeared 
into the darkness. 


"Wow," Shawn said as he and Glen followed me and Dave down the hall to the dressing room. "Just. Fucking. 


WOW." 

As soon as the dressing room door shut behind us, Dave threw his sweaty towel at me. 

"ORION?" 

| shrugged as | poured as much water as my mouth would hold down my gullet. It splashed out and got on my 
t-shirt, but it was soaked through with perspiration so it didn't matter. | pushed a hand over my forehead, 
getting the sweat stuck hair off my face. My finger pointed at him. 

"Hey. You didn't give me any time to think. That was all | could come up with-" 


"Don't play their fucking music on my stage, Bob-" 


"What? You didn't write any of that? Some of those riffs sound familiar." 


He grinned and | could hear a laugh sifting through his nose. "Maybe. Only the cool ones, though." 


Dave stripped off his shirt, oh lord, just a few seconds of looking at that before he brought a dry one down 
over his head. Then the door opened Another minion. 


It's already all over the internet," he said. 

Dave lowered a bottle of water from his lips. | could see his head bob from a swallow. 

"What is?" 

The minion pointed at me. 

"Uh oh-" 

"No," Dave said. "This is good." 

"There's even footage popping up on Youtube of you guys playing Orion-" 

"Ah fuck" Dave glared at me, flipped me off, and then turned to the minion. "See if you can get it down. | don't 
care if the footage is just Bob, but | don't want anyone to be able to tell she's doing it during a Megadeth 
show." 

The minion nodded and disappeared. Dave's eyes blared at me, his jaw tense. 

"You guys go take your showers. Bob will need to go back when you guys are done." 

Glen and Shawn, ever the good little Canadians, did what they were told As soon as the door shut behind them, 
Dave started towards me. | pretended | didn't care. | ran my hand over the snack table and picked up a neatly 
packaged mozzarella stick and began peeling the plastic off it. Before | could get it halfway done, Dave yanked it 
out of my hands and flung it over his shoulder. Then he grabbed me by the arms. 

"You are a naughty, naughty girl, Bob." 

| snorted a laugh. "Oooo, naughty-" 

"This is not funny. You did that to embarrass me, didn't you?" 


My eyes widened. "No. | didn't make you strum along with me. You did that on your own" 


He flung me against him, us chest to chest, one of his hands getting both of my wrists behind my back. | let 
him do it all, figuring it was just play. All | did was laugh until his free hand came down on my ass, HARD. | was 


just wearing a pair of bike shorts, thin, stretchy cotton, practically nothing, really. He might as well brought a 
belt down on my naked ass, it stung so bad. 


"Hey- OW!" He smacked me again, the sound of it a sharp crack of flesh against flesh. | struggled, closing my 
eyes so | could use all my strength to break his grasp, but he was stronger than me, and he had a good hold 
of me. His hand came down on my ass again. "Owww! This fucking hurts, Dave. My hip is bruised from falling 


this morning.” 


That got him to settle down. His face relaxed. His free hand went up into my hair behind my ear and he used 
it to keep me still so he could plant his mouth on mine. His tongue snaked into my mouth, his lips, so full and 
slick, slid over mine; open and close, open and close, tongue rolling against mine, open and close. The hand behind 
my head slid down the side of my body, resting on my hip. | felt the cold air hit my skin when he pulled the 
fabric down, the velvet of skin on skin contact as he rubbed where he'd smacked me. The nerves of my skin lit 


up like a juke box especially when he'd get close to the bruise on my hip. 

| want you," he whispered as his mouth went to my neck. 

| lulled my head to the side, letting him have all the skin he wanted. Then there was the sound of voices 
coming towards us. Dave practically tossed me off and away from him. | barely had time to get my shorts 
adjusted before my band mates came strolling in. Dave pushed his hand against his thigh, yanking his jeans 
down enough so it didn't advertise his hard-on. 

"Heyyyy." Jeremy came up to me and slapped hands with me. "Nice job, Cupcake." 

Cupcake? | don't know where the fuck that came from. Jeremy never called me Cupcake before. Jason stared 
at me with a muted smile. It was like his eyes could dust for fingerprints and he could see all the parts of me 
Dave had just manhandled. All the touched skin felt like it glowed and dimmed, glowed and dimmed, just like a 
blinking light. | had to look at the ground. | felt too ashamed to meet Jason's gaze. He knocked Jeremy's arm 
with the back of his hand. 

"Hey, man, they're tired. Let's go to the bus." 

"What? No, they're not tired-" 

"Yeah, they are-" 


"We are very tired,’ Dave said, bringing his dark eyes to mine. "Aren't we, Cupcake?" 


God damn it. Fuckin’ Cupcake... | could tell this was going to stick | made a mental note to punch Jeremy in the 


gut when | got back to the bus tonight. 


"Alright," Jason said, rubbing his finger against my arm to prompt me to bring my eyes to his. "Just wanted 
to tell you that you kicked ass, Bobby. You were really good. You made us proud." 


| sighed, smiling. "Thanks. That makes me feel happy." 

He nodded and waved at Dave and then the putzes left. As soon as the door shut- 
"Cupcake?" 

"| dont know where that came from-' 

"That's so cute" Dave pulled me back against him. "Just like you’ 


| smiled, watching Dave alternate raking each of his lips under the opposite set of teeth. He looked like he was 
preparing to use those lips. God, | hoped it was on me. 


"So. Cupcake. You need a shower. You stink" 

"Thanks-" 

"And | think you need someone to wash your back.. and all those other hard to reach places." 
| snorted. "You know what? | think you're right." 


"Bob. I'm always right.” 


Capisce? 


Author's Notes: 
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women, an understanding of Bobby.. an understanding of Dave. Capisce? 


~Dave~ 


It took some maneuvering but | was able to secure the showers so that Bob and | could be alone there. | mean, 
it sucked, because | didn't want anyone knowing | was going to be poking her, but there was no way around it. 
To preserve Bob's modesty, | ended up telling one of the female assistants, Tonya. That was a fun conversation 


"Hey, I'm going to be taking my girl into the showers. Can you make sure no one walks in on us? | mean, they 


could get a lot more than just an eyeful, comprendez?" 


Tonya, a twenty something intern, not bad looking, but too bookish for me, blushed. | felt bad for it, really. | 
didn't like to brag about fucking... well... Maybe sometimes, but this was Bob. | knew it would not be helpful to 
her career if people thought she got where she was going to be by fucking me. I'd let her get to her rightful 
place and then we'd let our shit hang out. Then the world could discover that she belonged to me... and that | 
belonged to her. 


"Well, | can make sure no one gets past me-" 
gels p 


"Okay, plug your ears because you might hear some vulgarities or groans or skin slapping against skin or 


something.” 


Tonya pushed her glasses up her nose and looked at her tablet. | imagined she was either getting turned on by 
my talk or she wanted to run and hide behind a rock. Either way, | didn't care. | was going to have my way 
with Bob and it was something I'd waited a year and a half for. 


"Okay." 


| patted Tonya's shoulder and then went back into the dressing room. The Drovers had returned, putting their 
clothes back into their gig trunks, packing up for the night. Glen watched me while he hung up a shirt and put 
it on the rod where all his shirts hung. His eyes went to Bob, who was picking around at a fruit tray. She 
turned to me as she took a bite of strawberry, her eyes finding mine. | curled my finger, beckoning her to 
come with me. | turned. | heard her boots behind me before | heard the door fall shut. Yes. She was following 


me. 


We came upon Tonya at the door leading into the shower/locker room. She kept her eyes down on her tablet. 


Tonya was a smart cookie. She had a set of earbuds connected to it and stuck in her ears. She barely even 


looked at us as we passed. That girl was going to get a raise. I'd make sure of it. 


"Oh my god, this feels so naughty," Bob said as we entered the room. "I used to fantasize about walking naked 


into the boys' locker room after a football game-" 
"Well, if you want to get gang banged, that's the quickest way to do it." 


She turned, walking backwards as | walked forwards. | caught her arm, stopping her before she walked into a 
low lying bench. Her eyes looked up at me, sparkling and full of mischief. 


Its a fantasy. Not reality. Just like most girls have a rape fantasy.. well, those girls who haven't been raped, 
anyway. No one really wants it to happen. Its the idea of it.. the taking away of responsibility. If someone is 
making you be dirty, its not your fault, right?" 


| nodded. It reminded me of the night in New York, when | barged into her hotel room, ripped the tampon from 
her body and slammed my dick into her. If | was honest with myself, | raped her. She hadn't wanted it, 
although she had wanted me. | took her. It was my sin. | forced myself inside her even though she told me no, 
over and over. | did it to hurt her. Thinking about it now, | felt ashamed of my actions, but it hadn't dampened 
her desire for me any. It didn't dampen my desire for her either. No, that terrible thing | did only poured 


gasoline on an already raging fire. 
"You want me to force you to be dirty?" 


She smiled, her lips and teeth open, her eyes lit bright. | could tell she was considering it, trying to understand 
what answering yes to me would imply. My eyes jumped past her shoulders. There was a wall of mirrors 
behind her. We were still in the dressing area where the benches and lockers were. There was a wide hall to 
our right that opened up into the shower area. There were a row of six showers on each side, all nicely 
separated and with curtains. This wasn't anything like the locker room in the shitty high school | briefly went 
to. That was a tile room with one pipe sticking up in the middle of it, multiple shower heads spitting water out: 
| remembered other boys brushing up against me, sometimes feeling a hip sliding over my ass. | hated that. 
There was nothing private about it. It was like we were a herd of cattle shoved under a water hose. | 


remember the popular kid, Michael Hudson, pointing at me. 
Look, even his pubes are red It looks like his dick is on fire. 


Bob lowered to sit on the bench, my pelvis in front of her face. Her long, delicate fingers unlaced my buckle, 
the metal clanking as she slid the belt from the jean's loops. My hips bucked a little. My fingers threaded into 
her hair just above her ear as | watched her undo the top button on my jeans, pull the zipper down. | could 
feel myself already hard and twitching, knowing I'd be in her mouth soon. She'd never done this for me before. 
I'd never gone down on her either. The few days we got to experience each other, she'd been on the rag. It felt 
great knowing there would be nothing holding us back this time. I'd get to taste her. I'd get to do whatever the 
hell | wanted to her. 


| love this," she whispered. 


| couldn't help but smile as she pulled me from my briefs. Her fingers were combing the hair around my dick, 
the same hair I'd been teased about when | was fourteen. Oh, if Michael Hudson could only see me now. He was 
probably a fat fuck now with a wife who screwed her boss on her lunch hour. | had a young, beautiful girl 
who worshiped me that was about to suck my dick It amused me that Michael Hudson might even see Bob on 
MTV and jerk himself off while he watched her slithering around in the Crossfade video she'd done. Maybe I'd 


stroked one out watching it too. 


"Your hair's the color of autumn leaves." Bob's eyes locked on mine as her chin pressed against my abdomen. 


Its my favorite thing about your body." 


God, everything she did and said was so passionate, even as she talked about my stupid pubic hair. This is 
what it felt like to be loved by someone who did it with their whole heart. Same way she played her music. 
She gave it everything. 


| closed my eyes as her lips delicately kissed my shaft. She moved up and down it like she was kissing a child's 
boo-boo, with tenderness, with sweet intent. | clenched my fist in her hair. She wanted to be gentle with me 
and | wanted to be rough. | wanted to make her dirty in a way that brought her pleasure she'd never had 
before. | wanted to take all her sin away and absorb it into the big bag of sin | carried with me everywhere, 
every second of my existence. Make her the dirtiest, wickedest, sinless whore virgin who'd been fucked into an 
ecstatic high. | wanted to be her first shot of heroin, her first snort of cocaine. | wanted to be the thing she 


couldn't live without or turn away from no matter how bad it was for her. 


| gasped when she inserted me into her mouth, her tongue flat on the underside, the tip of it curling and 
running a line from base to tip. She lingered at the ridge, that sensitive spot. Down she went, practically getting 
her nose into my hair. | could feel her throat trying to relax, feel how incredibly hot her mouth was, the 
softness of her tongue, the gentle pressured line of her teeth that she was trying to keep off me. | wanted 
her to bite down and rake them over my skin. | wanted her to swallow me up. She practically did. Her mouth 
watered and her lips slipped up and down easily, too quickly, too much suction She would finish me if | didn't 
get a hold of myself. 


"Hey. Stop. We need to get that shower.” 
"| did something wrong" Her eyes pleaded. "Tell me how you like it. I'll do whatever you want me to-" 


"No." | chuckled through a sigh. "It's too perfect. That's the problem. | don't want it to end and you're hurling 


me towards the finish line." 


She smiled. | brought her to her feet, her hands not leaving my dick, keeping it warm, safe. She had to break 
her hold when | lifted her shirt over her head, her perfect little tits bouncing as she lowered her arms. | 
dipped down and took a nipple in my mouth. | pulled back, stretching it, and letting it pop out with a smack 


sound as | untied the flannel at her waist, and tossed that to the floor. She was already stepping out of her 
boots as | peeled the shorts down her legs. | got on one knee so | could toss the shorts too once she stepped 
out of them. | felt her hand on my head. There was the bruise she'd gotten this morning, the big splatter 
looking thing in red and purple. | felt like such an idiot now for having spanked her. It must have hurt like hell. 
Oh well, | would make it up to her. I'd do it now. 


"Lay down," | muttered, patting my hand on the bench. "Put your ass here." 
"What about the shower?" 
‘le got plans before that." 


| slid my hand up the inside of her thigh. My nose skimmed over the bony cup of her hip bone to the side of 


her abdomen. | could feel the heat and moisture as my fingers got closer to where her legs met. 
"No, Dave. I've been sweating. I'm sure I'm nasty-" 
"Mmmm, no," | said, looking up at her. "You're strong, but | like it. | love the smell of you." 


Her mouth fell open as my fingers squeezed past her thighs and slipped into her. My other hand clenched her 
at her waist, bringing her down so she would finally sit. | guided her with my hand behind her shoulders as she 
reclined, her hair spilling like a waterfall of curls to the carpet, her face turning towards the mirror to watch 
our bodies, like our own private porn. | rubbed my hand against the inside of her thigh so she would relax and 
let her legs fall open. That's when | positioned myself between them, my chest supported by the bench. | kissed 
her, starting at the inside of her knees and trailing my way upwards. | loved to hear her gasp when | finally 
got my mouth on her pussy. | slid one finger into her. See, its a secret that only some guys know about. You 
don't put a finger in a girl while you're going down on her to finger fuck her. You use it as a tool. It tells you 
when you're doing something right. The pussy is a hard thing to navigate. The nerves and their responsiveness 
aren't the same for every woman, hell, they're not even the same for one woman from day to day or minute 
to minute. One moment it's great for you to lick the underside of the clitoris, the next moment, they want you 
to suck the whole bit of it into your mouth. You can't fucking read their minds, and practically none of them 
will be vocal and tell you, but having your finger inside them is the next best thing. If their muscles clench, if 
they pulse, you got the current, correct spot. Women don't even know this shit about themselves. They 
masturbate and they instinctively move around to whatever spot is the best. They don't even know they're 
doing it. Its what | love about women, they are so fucking complicated, they're even too complicated for 
themselves. They keep you on your toes. Us men are just stupid animals, like monkeys; once we realize pulling 
our dicks is pleasurable, we'll keep pulling until it falls off. Women's pleasure is delicate and ephemeral. It's like 
coaxing a rose to open and blossom. It's a beautiful thing. Even their smell is a cue, their taste. Some women 
can lubricate just by words you whisper in their ear. Some women need to be toyed and played with manually 
to get working. It doesn't matter. It's that whole shit about enjoying the journey versus getting to the 
destination. Don't get me wrong, climax is great, but thats a boy's goal.. to spurt off and be done. A man 
wants to watch his lover unfold for him, wants to enjoy the ebb and flow of pleasure wash over her, wants to 


be the cause of all that, because when women truly open for you, it's the closest thing to heroin there is, and 


| should know. I've had both those things happen for me, to me, over and over in my life, and this girl here, I'd 
been dying to have her unfold for me for almost two years. ltd been an obsession of mine. ts what drove my 


wife and mother of my children away from me. It's the wedge that wouldn't go away. 
"Oh, god," Bob hissed. "Oh, god. That's it. Right theeerrrre." 


Even though my face was squished against her muff, | was smiling. The words were jiving with the messages 
my finger was receiving, because even more frustrating than a woman you can't get to respond was a woman 
who would fake it. | knew Bob wasn't faking with me. | could feel her muscles tighten and undulate. She was 
close, and it didn't take long for me to get her there, proof positive that she was letting go with me; she 


trusted me. 
"Jesssssuusss.” 
| kept sucking and letting her pussy guide me. Then- 


"Uuuhhhhh, noooo, Daaaave." Her back arched and her hands clapped on my ears, holding me tight against her. 
"Uuuggghh." 


And then she did this thing that | remembered from New York, this beautiful thing that haunted me while | 
tried to sleep at night. | would hear it over and over like Catherine calling out for Heathcliff from the cold, 
dark moors. It was a coo, like a pigeon, a chirping type sound, high pitched and whining. There was more 
wetness coming from her, but of course that could have been my saliva | was like a saint bernard, flinging 
slobber everywhere. That's how much | loved this pussy. That magical fucking flesh flower and provider of 


warmth and happiness. 

| leaned back on my haunches, out of breath, rubbing my hands up and down on her thighs. | watched her 
body writhe and blossom pink from her neck to her tits, her belly rise and fall, her ribs swell and recede, 
from sucking in breath. Her face had such a twist of confusion and yearning. Her eyes opened to little slits and 
her arms reached for me. It filled me with such satisfaction. 


"Please," she wined. "| need you inside me. Now." 


| smiled and shook my head, watching her hips tilt forward and back, trying to hump nothing, just trying to 


maintain some sort of friction She clutched at my arms, my shoulders. 
"Daaave." 

"We need to get our shower. The buses have to leave soon" 

"Noooo." Every sound out of her was whining and pitiful. "Pleeease." 


| got to my feet, slipping out of her grasp, finished slipping out of my clothes, and went to the first shower. 


My dick bobbed around, pointing off my body like one of those idiotic foam fingers you see at sports games, 
red and angry and wanting what was coming to it. | twisted the knobs, putting the hot full blast as | heard the 
soft pad of her feet behind me. Bob's arms wrapped around my waist, her hands landing on my chest. | felt 
her hair, her cheek press against my back. | felt so happy and | hadn't even cum yet. | was high, higher than 
I'd been in years. | jerked when | felt her teeth pinch the skin of my back. 


"Bob. Ow." 
"Don't ow me. You beat my ass earlier.” 


"You don't even know what an ass beating is, Bob. One day I'll really tan that ass of yours and then you won't 


complain when | go easy on you." 


Luckily the water heated quickly. | adjusted it so it was really hot but we didn't burn. My hand clasped on Bob 
behind me and | guided her in. Tonya was even better than! thought. My shampoo and conditioner and shower 
gel were already in the stall with a folded wash rag, sitting on the shower bench. | looked to the tile wall beside 
the shower stall and two towels hung on top of two terry cloth robes. Oh, that nerdy, book worm was going to 


get a raise, damn it. 


I'm so happy," | whispered, pushing Bob under the water spray and watching her curls flatten and darken. Her 
lashes were so black against her skin. "I don't even need to fuck you. I'm just so happy to be with you-" 


"Oh," her eyes flashed wide. "You better fuck me, you asshole. I'm not leaving this stall until you've shoved 


that beautiful dick of yours into me over and over." 

| laughed and poured shampoo into my hand. | washed her hair, even though she was acting like a crazy ass 
nympho. She kept trying to hook her leg over my hip, kept trying to get her pussy onto my dick. | made her 
wait until | washed her hair though. | got her out of the spray and squeezed as much excess water out of her 
hair as | could, and then | put conditioner on her. We stared eye to eye at each other. 

"Dave. You're disappointing me. Where is that animal that attacked me in New York?" 

"He's getting ready to fuck you until you can't walk. Patience." 

"| can't. You've turned me inside out. | can't relax until you finish me." 

That was another thing | loved about women. An orgasm without penetration just aggravated the fuck out of 
them. Men are wrapped up in one neat little package. We just want our dick touched. Women needed all their 


puzzle pieces fitted in just the right order, in just the right place. 


"It hurts," she pleaded, her chin coming up as she leaned towards me. Her hands skated all over my body, my 


thighs, my ass, my back, over my shoulders, down my chest. "| need you inside me-" 


"You want me to fix you, huh?" 

Her thick bottom lip scraped against her top teeth as she said, "Ffffiix me." 

| spun our bodies so Bob had her chest against the wall, her hands up, bracing herself, her beautiful pale ass 
facing me. | kicked my foot in between both of hers, making her legs spread wider. Then | slammed into her, 
practically smashing her face into the tile. She huffed a breath and groaned. Her pussy was so tight on my 
dick, so squeezing and undulating. Fuck. It was going to take a lot of control on my part not to act like a dweeb 
and spurt off within seconds of being insider her, damn it. | pulled out, holding back Bob whined and wiggled her 
ass at me. 

"Daaaave. Fuck me. God!" 

So | slammed into her again. This time | pumped for a while, gritting my teeth, and laced one of my arms 
around to get my hand on her neck. Oh shit, that really did something to her. The pussy muscles started going 
nuts and | knew she was right on the edge of cumming and damn it, | had to pull out of her or | was going to 
fall over that cliff with her. Once | gained control, | slammed back in, grabbing a fistful of her hair, yanking her 
head back. | put my mouth by her ear. 

"How bad you wanna be, Bob? | wanna dirty you up so bad that you can't even look me in the face tomorrow." 


"DO IT," she huffed. "Fucking, do it. | can't take anymore. You're driving me crazy." 


| pulled back out and slid my hand over her wet skin, over the outside of her thigh to the heavy part of her 
ass before it slimmed into her waist. | clenched all my fingers on one of her butt cheeks and pulled it enough 
so | could see where my arrow was Targeting next. 

"Don't tempt me, Bob. I'm serious." 


"DO IT." 


| ran my thumb down through the crevice of her cheeks. | let it sit right there. She jerked but didn't pull 


away. 
"Right there. m going right there unless you tell me no’ 

"Oh, fucking, hell, Dave, fuck me, | don't even care where anymore" 

| didn't slam in, though | was tempted to. | don't know why | wanted to rough her up so badly. | had all this 
energy knotted up inside me that I'd carried for so long. | wanted to let it burst out of me and explode on her. 


She was the reason. She was the cause of it all. 


Instead, | pushed myself until my cock rested against her ass. | waited for her to pull away or slide or 


something to escape, but she didn't. Hmmm, maybe she wanted me to totally defile her. Okay. Not a problem. | 
could do that. Defiling was my business and business was looking pretty good 


"In we go," | whispered as | leaned forward, feeling myself breach that part of her. | knew from New York that 
she was sensitive about her ass being played with. | guess I'd worked her up enough that she'd take anything 
I'd give her. Great, because | wanted to fill her in every orifice, in every possessive, demanding way. 


"Ohhh," she groaned and then she squealed. 

| pushed my forehead against her shoulder blade, squeezing my eyes shut, trying to maintain some sort of 
control. | moved slowly, in and out, her breath heaving, and that little pigeon cooing sound emanating like a 
ghost cry, echoing against the tiles. | brought my mouth to her ear. 


"What does it feel like to have my dick in your ass, Bob?" 


She whined, pushing my hip back with her hand. That lonely bird like sound still crying out of her. | tried to pull 
her chin to make her look at me, but she yanked out of my grasp. 


"Don't," | whispered. "Don't be ashamed. You don't know how much | love you for doing this... letting me have 


this part of you." 
"Uuuuuhhhhh, oooohhh." 


"You trust me." | wrapped both of my arms around her and buried my face into her neck, my hips still easing 


back and forward. "Bob" 


| felt her breath stutter and it worried me that I'd gone too far with her. | wanted this to bring us closer 
together, not push her away from me. It probably wasn't the smartest thing for me to do upon our re- 
uniting. No, I'd just royally fucked up. | knew it. | pulled out and turned to face the water spray. | grabbed the 
shower gel and slathered my dick up. 


"Oh god, it was dirty, wasn't it?" 


| chuckled. "No. | just want to make sure I'm clean when | fuck you again the other way. | could give you a 


nasty infection if | don't." 


| rinsed off and turned to face her, and she looked so pitiful and insecure, her arms crossed and clutching her 


shoulders. | braced my hand on her hip. 


"Don't worry, Bob. Everything is okay. It was what it was supposed to be, a test of your trust in me. As long 
as you don't feel ashamed, it's okay. If you liked it, that's great. If you didn't, thats okay too." 


That was another thing about women that | loved, but that | also hated. Nearly all of them had a sex hang up. 


It wasn't their fault. Since the day they were born they were taught sex was wrong, physical pleasure that 
involved their pussies or ass was wrong. They were supposed to save themselves for marriage, not touch 
themselves, and all that other stupid shit. God made our bodies for pleasure. What other reason do women 
have a clit for? They don't need it to procreate, and He knows that men are going to fuck women anyway 
regardless of it giving them pleasure or not. It happened all the time, right? Poor Bob, she was just another 
victim of that old fashioned mentality that said girls should be chaste and pure and untouched. 


Well, news flash, Cupcake, | just touched you in your dirtiest, basest, rawest part. 

"Come here." 

| sat on the shower bench and drew her to me. Her knees came to either side of my hips and she lowered 
down onto me. Her pussy sheathed my dick as our eyes locked. | brought both my hands up to cup her face, 
and | kissed her. | kissed her even as her mouth opened to let out another coo, another pigeon cry. Her head 
tilted back, me just seeing the rounded, V-shaped curve of her chin. | let her bounce up and down on me, rub 
herself against my abdomen. | did it all, clenching my teeth so | could hold off long enough for her to cum 
again That's when | let my hand slide from her back, past her waist, to her ass. My fingers found that dirty, 
base, raw spot. Her head immediately snapped down, her eyes glaring into mine. 

"What?" | smiled. 

"What is it with you and my ass?" 

"| like it-" 

"You like it" 


My middle finger wiggled and slipped in a little. Her muscles were still lax from having my cock inside her. | let 
it go in further. 


"Stop!" 
"No." 


She frowned and wiggled her hips side to side, trying to get me out of her. | just slid my finger in further, out, 


in, out- 
"Dave." 
"How many guys have you let fuck your ass?" 


She gritted her teeth and drilled her eyes into mine. "One. You You asshole. Are you proud of that?" 


| chuckled. "Well, actually... yeah." 


Bob struggled, trying to get off me but it just made me more hot to keep taking from her. | pulled her against 
me and worked my hips against hers. My finger slid in and | pulled it back. If she didn't already like the ass 
fingering, which, actually, | suspected she did by what her pussy muscles were doing on my cock, | would teach 
her to like it. | could train her. | could condition her to feel it there like if | were touching her clit. I'd start by 


making her cum with my finger in her ass. 
"Come on, Bob." 


| pumped, pushing my hips up. | did it until my thighs and calves burned, until | thought | couldn't do it 
anymore. She had that frustrated grimace on her face. She was fighting me. 


"Come on' 


| kept at her, stopping once just so the burning in my thighs would stop, but | started back up again with 
renewed vigor. Finally, her head dropped back, and there came the coo, the bird song, the huffing to break the 
melody of it, and then it happened again, another bird-like cry ripping from her throat. Her pussy and ass 
simultaneously pulsed out of control and pushed against me the whole time. | pressed my lips to her neck, 
sucking on her skin, slobbering all over her. | pushed my face so hard against her that my nose bent to the 
side. 


| murmured over and over, "Good girl. Good girl. That's my good girl" My finger still slipped in and out of her 
ass. "This is mine. You got that. Bob. Look at me." | waited for a minute and realized she was ignoring me. "Hey. 


Bob. | said look at me." 


She lifted her forehead off my shoulder and blared her eyes at me. "Would you please get your finger out of 


my ass?" 
"No one goes in here but me. Got it?" 


She pursed her lips and twitched her head real quick. Man, she was fucking mad! | shoved my finger in again 
and shook her hips. 


"This is MINE. Got it? You capisce?" 


"Yes, you mother fucker. | fucking CAPISCE." 


Oxytocin: A Call to...Dave 


Author's Notes: 

There is a little creative licensing going on here. Do your own research on oxytocin Pretty damn interesting. 
Also, wrote most of this listening to an acoustic set by In This Moment: Lost at Sea, Beautiful Tragedy, and 
Forever. Do you have a favorite chick singer? Who is it? I'm finding songs here and there that | like but not 


one | totally adore. Curious to know if | might enjoy your faves. 
~Bobby~ 


| stared at Dave's back, the shoulders of his t-shirt damp from his wet hair laying there. My eyes went to 
his hip, his hand dangling to his side. | wanted to hold it. It swayed, dragged along by the movement of the rest 
of his body as he talked to one of his minions. 


"Hey, we need someone to get Bob on her bus. My cell is going off like crazy, people looking for her. The 


caravan is ready to head out." 


| couldn't see what the big deal was. Why did | need someone to get me on my bus? | could get myself on the 
bus. | felt such a strong need to be with Dave, though. | felt so invisibly tied to him, like the fabric of a 
sailboat in harsh winds, just one rope keeping it tied and strained against the mast. Cut that rope and the 
fabric would slap wildly out of control. | was the fabric. He was the rope. | hated that | would have to be 
without him until the next night, until my next, probably last show with Megadeth. My emotions were hovering 
just below the surface, threatening to bubble up and erupt everywhere. 


"Get Hank on his two-way. He'll come get her-" 


| didn't even stay to listen anymore. | was obviously such a pain in his ass. | grabbed my duffel from beside 
the door and walked out. Dave probably didn't even notice | was gone. Or, well, | thought he didn't. It was a few 
moments later | heard footsteps behind me as | pushed through the doors of the building. My boots tried to 
negotiate down the hill towards the outside stage, but it was steep, and my ankle threatened to give a couple 
of times. There was a concrete set of steps going down that | should have taken but | was too pissed to make 


the extra effort to get to it. 
"Bob, goddammit. Bobl!" 
At the bottom of the hill, | picked up pace. | was a pain in the ass, wasn't |? 


"Bob, you fucking wait. Stop right there!" 


| kept walking though. | heard Dave's steps coming flying up behind me, and his hand clasped on my arm, 


yanking me around to face him. 


"What is your fucking problem? Got fucking wax in your ears? You can't fucking hear me hollering at you for 
the past five minutes?" 


It was quiet, most of the tour already loaded up and ready to head out. There were only a few roadies 
hovering around, making sure all the last of the gear had been packed up. | could hear the hum of all the bus 
engines and generators, see the galleys lit up and visible through the tinted windows, everything orange and 
brown Dave's face ducked in front of mine, his eyebrows pinched and an angry line forming from his nostril to 


his mouth. 


"You don't ever walk out around in the night alone, you got that?" He grabbed both my shoulders with his 


hands and shook me. "You fucking hear me? You don't walk alone!" 
| yanked away from him and fell into step again 
"Jesus," he said with exasperation from behind me. "What the fuck is wrong?" 


The next time he reached out for me, it wasn't my arm he grabbed; it was a fistful of my hair. | immediately 


stopped in my tracks, feeling the pressure and pull of it at the back of my neck 
"Oh shit! Dave! Stop!" | heard someone call out from a distance. "Hey!" 


His face was in front of me again, that narrow eyed, lip snarling look. "Will you just cool your fucking jets and 


wait for a second?" 


"| need to get on the bus! The whole fucking world has stopped because l'm not where l'm supposed to be!" | 
screamed. "Let go of me!" 


| pulled my neck away from him but | barely moved an inch. His grip was so tight. Suddenly, he yanked me up 


against him and wrapped his arms around me. 
"My little Bob," he whispered. "Trying so hard to be a big girl’ 
"Fuck you," | said dispassionately into the skin of his neck. "Get off of me, you asshole." 


He squeezed me tighter. My bag slipped off my shoulder and after the strap hit his arm, he let it fall to the 


ground. 
"Okay, that's it. You're riding on my bus-" 


"Nope." | tried to pull away but he kept a lock on me. 


"| should have known you'd need a cuddle after getting your ass fucked" 
Oh my god, how so incredibly humiliating. A cuddle? | pushed at him. Dave didn't budge. 
“All | want to do is get on my bus and go to sleep-" 


"Hell no, I'm not letting you get all nested up with the putzes. They're not going to benefit from all the oxytocin 
my efforts got your pituitary spurting out. That shit is mine." 


| sighed. "Oh my god. Oxytocin? What the hell-" 

‘Its the nesting hormone. Its why women need to be held after sex. You need to be held, Bob. | got you-" 
"Let go of me." 

"Nope." 

"Where the hell do you learn all this shit?" | asked, my voice breaking a bit. | felt so out of control, so on the 
verge of tears. Was he right? This is why | felt this way? Because | had a bunch of orgasms with him, my 
body was trying to bond with him? 

"The internet is all encompassing-" 

"You need to quit reading so much." 

"Not much else to do when you're in rehab and your fingering hand is numb." He laughed and kissed the side of 
my head. | heard footsteps come up behind me. "I got this," he said to whomever. "It's alright. I'm not 
pummeling her ass or anything, although she deserves it.. again" 


"Okay, well, I'll follow you so no one bothers you." 


That's when Dave nodded and took my hand. | could see his silver bus to my right. The Unicorn bus was to my 
left. He began leading me to the right. 


"Stop," | said. "I'm okay now. Just let me go to Hank. Besides, | see him coming for me anyway." 


Dave turned to look over his shoulder. There was my buddy, my bodyguard of sorts, my fucking babysitter. 
He sucked on his teeth, wagging a toothpick around, protruding from his furry mouth. 


"Bob? The guys are waiting." 


| yanked my duffel from Dave's grasp and went with Hank. | hadn't gotten ten steps away before | felt my cell 


phone in my pocket start vibrating and chirping off. | stopped and looked over my shoulder. Dave and his minion 
were still standing where | left them. Dave was tapping around on his phone. 


"Stop it," | said "Go get on your bus and quit fucking holding everyone up, Dave" 


| turned and started walking again. My phone went off every couple of seconds. Hank's whole body jogged with a 
chuckle. "Just like old times," he said in his gruff, gravelly voice. 


Wordlessly, | took the stairs into the bus. | got one step up and turned to look at Dave. People were already 


surrounding him and more were coming. He looked like the only fresh, warm body in a pit of vampires. 
Everyone wanted a piece of him, wanted to take some of his life force. | wondered if that was my problem. 
That's what | wanted too, right? | wanted to suck him dry? | wanted every little bit of him for myself? STUPID 
FUCKING FEMALE HORMONES. All this because he could play my body like he played his guitar. | hated that he 


could manipulate me like this and worse part was that he enjoyed it, every damn moment of it. 


| still felt on the verge of tears as | shuffled my way down the galley. | could see Jason and Jeremy in the 


back lounge, both of them thumbing away at their video game controllers. Then, Jeremy saw me. 

"FINALLY! Princess Cupcake is alighting her carriage." 

"Fuck you." | said it quietly, more for my satisfaction than for his torment, as | pushed my duffel into the 
empty bunk below mine. | could hear the blip, blip weeeee of their game, a bomb exploding, and Jeremy calling 
out with glee. 

"Kicked your ass again!" 

| stumbled towards them. Jason's eyes met mine and a subtle smile turned up his lips. 

"Hey, cupcake." 

"Oh god, not you too." 

He laughed and patted the space on the couch in between him and Jeremy. Like a good dog, | went and dropped 
down next to him. | laid my head against his shoulder. Jason's hand patted my thigh and then came to rest 
there. 

"You really were hot tonight. You worked that stage like a boss, blew all those old guys out of the water." 


| chuckled. "Old guys." 


"Orion" Jeremy cackled. "That was so fucking bad ass. Four notes in and everyone had their phones up, 


recording it. The look on Mustaine's face- ha ha ha." 


They started up another game, Jason's avatar coming into play first. My eyes started weighing heavily and | 
could barely keep them open. | don't know how long I'd been asleep, but | was startled by my cell ringing and 
vibrating in my pocket. | leaned away from Jason and towards Jeremy as | reached down into the front of my 
jeans. Jeremy's arm lifted as my head came towards his chest. Then he let it come down around my neck so 
he could get both his hands on his controller. | tried to break away from him but he wouldn't let me. Normally 
| would punch him or shove him, but | was too tired for that. | also wanted warmth and he was so warm. | 


ended up just laying my head against him and bringing my phone up to look at the caller ID. 

Dickhead 

Ha, ha, | hadn't changed my directory since Dave started being nice to me again. | didn't want to answer it, 
though. He was just my drug dealer calling to make sure | got my next oxytocin fix so he could keep me 
addicted and wanting more. | didn't want to be his slave. | tabbed "decline". When the screen cleared, | noticed 
that | had eleven unread texts. | pulled up the messaging app. 


Í wish | could cuddle you 3:20AM 


Quickly, | shifted out from under Jeremy's arm. | knew the asshole would read over my shoulder. This looked 


like the texts might get embarrassing, not just for me, but for Dave. 

"You alright?" Jason asked. 

"I'm fine." 

| kept reading. 

Unfortunately, men produce oxytocin too, only it happens when we see someone we love, and a shit ton secretes 
when we orgasm with them. for some reason its selective and more powerful for men It doesn't just happen with 
any kind of sex play lke it does for women. The scientists havent figured out why this happens. Its a mystery. 
3.2/AM 

You and | should be lab rats for research purposes. 3:22AM 

How long are you going to ignore me, Bob? Thats okay. I got all night. | got hours and hours before | have to be 
onstage again and | got nothing to do. Im not going anywhere and neither are you.. Hey, that almost sounds like 
lyrics to a song, doesnt it °3:Z8AM 

You better not be nesting with those reprobates. | already want to rip their fucking heads off. 3:27AM 


Are you still pissed because | fucked your ass? Is that why you're ignoring me? 3:38AM 


Í won't do it again unless you want me To. God, | loved that Bob, you giving me a part of yourself no one’s had 
before. No one will have that ever again Only me. Its mine. You can't even take it back if you want to. You may 


be upset over the whole thing, but Im smiling like a scamp over here. | fucked you, Bob | got that tight little ass of 
yours. What are you going to do now? The ball is in your court. 3:40AM 


ks it crazy that | already miss you? 3:41AM 
| love you. There, | said it You broke me. See? This fucking oxytocin bullshit. 3:43AM 
Its not the oxytocin Its you. 3:44AM 


You already know | love you. | fold you that a long time ago, before you ever walked out on me. Maybe | didn't 
say it out loud, but | felt if. | heard it in my soul every time | looked at you. 3:45AM 


| got up from the couch, wondering how | should respond to all of this. It was overwhelming. As | climbed into 


my bunk, one more text popped up. 

I Message Unread 

"Dude. | think the old guy is harassing our cupcake." 

I'm not your fucking cupcake, Jeremy. Can it with the nickname," | called out from my cave. 
"We should..." 


| heard stirring that came towards me from on the other side of my privacy curtain. Suddenly, it yanked open 


and Jeremy was there. He reached his big ape arms in and yanked at my waist. 

"JEREMYI!" 

He didn’t pull me down; he just flipped me so my ass was towards him. | felt his face push against it, and he 
made a deep sniffing sound as | swung my arm around so my fist could connect with his head or shoulder or 
whatever body part | could hit. He pulled back, looking at me all confused, brow furrowed, his top teeth showing 
between his parted lips. 


"| don't know. You smell sticky. Did the old guy get some Bobby butt? C'mon, cupcake, do tell” 


"I| fucking hate you, Jeremy Spencer. You are going to pay for this. | will make you cry yourself to sleep. | 
promise you that." 


"Oo00000." He laughed and looked at Jason. "I think | just poked a hornets’ nest, dude." 
"Oh," | said through gritted teeth. "You have no fucking clue." 


"| warned you, man" 


| ducked out, thrusting my face out into the aisle. 
"You're fucking friend!!!" | yelled. 


Jason's bright eyes widened. "He's not a dog on a leash, Bobby. He's his own person. I'm not responsible for 


him. 
"He's going to wish you werell" 


Then | slung my privacy curtain closed. | squeezed my eyes shut, demanding that | would not let that asshole 
make me cry. | would NOT do it. Okay, a tear fell out. Maybe more than one. It was several. | still needed my 
oxytocin fix. | still needed to be held. | grabbed my phone and read my one last message: 


| hope youre just asleep and that you're not mad at me. | just want to be something positive and good in your life. 
Ím not your enemy, Bob. | know I hurt you. | know whatever pain you deal out to me is what | deserve after all 
the shit | said, but lil always be here for you, no matter what. All you have fo do is call, Bob Im so connected to 
you that you dont even need to use the fucking phone. Just say my name. HI hear you. Even if you just whisper 
3:48AM 


| pressed my phone against my chest as more tears came. My lips parted. Ever so quietly, ever so meekly, my 


voice spoke through my breath. 


"Dave." 


And then my phone started ringing. 


Red 


~Bobby~ 


The next Blood Diamonds show had more attendants than the first one. And the next one after that had even 
more. It was thrilling, watching all the faces, all the bodies standing out in the sun, making the effort to come 
early to hear my band, hear my voice, my songs. Somehow, sales of the CD increased too. We had a few songs 
that were really hot on MP3 sales. "Metal Heart" was one of them. | didn't even know how that was. Road 
Runner poo-pooed the song. They said it wasn't hip, it was too old school metal, too WASP sounding or 
whatever. | took it as a compliment, though, because | thought WASP was kinda cool. Not the best bass lines or 
anything... No bass lines hardly at all, but the act itself was cool. 


James Lomenzo, or ‘JLo as they called him, arrived late on the third day, only a few hours before he was set 
to play. His gear didn't make it, though, and | offered up all | had so he could play that night's show. He kinda 
sniffed and turned his nose up at my beat up Fender and the ESP Booby guitar, not that | blamed him, though, 
because the ESP was shit. No one, but no one, played my Arctic Ice. That was my baby, even though | favored 
the Sunburst better. | might let Dave play it, if he wanted to, or maybe Jason, who actually had a couple of 
times, but that was it, and then I'd hover around him like a hawk, begging him to be gentle. There were even 
some stock basses that were offered to ‘JLo' from Dave's equipment truck, but even then, those didn’t suit 
him either. Part of me felt like maybe James 2.0 just wanted to sit this one out. That was okay. So | got a 
fourth night on stage with Dave. Oh the torture! 


"Looks like you gotta play tonight, Bob." 


| slung a water bottle back, chugging down half of it in one go. The days were getting hotter and the sun more 
brutal as we moved into the south. | looked like the Coppertone baby, | was so tan, and my hair had lightened a 
few shades, all this in three days. Doing two shows for the past three days had been rough too. | wasn't 
getting good sleep on the bus because the air conditioning in the bunk room went out and when | slept on the 
couches in the front lounge, | could hear too much of Hank's CB radio. The back lounge was out after the first 


night because | woke up and found Jeremy curled around me, his hand cupping my boob. 
"You should go grab some Z's in my bus," Dave said. 


| brought my eyes to him as | sat on the couch next to Tonya, the minion who kept our nightly shower fucks 
secret from everyone. She was supposed to be the only one who knew about us. All the guys were in the 
room, including James 20, (sorry, | can't bring myself to call him JLo. l'm trying, though) and no one was 
supposed to know that Dave was my boyfriend. | don't think even Dave knew he was my boyfriend, but that's 


what this was. He loved me. | loved him. What else could that mean? 


"Get up." He kicked the sole of my Doc Marten with his black Puma court shoe. "Go sleep.” 


| got to my feet and tossed my empty bottle into the trash before | left the room. As | went out into the 


parking lot, | noticed someone was behind me. | turned and stopped. 

"Hey, cupcake. 

| laughed because it was Jason. If it had been Jeremy I'd picked up a rock and threw it at him 
"What are you doing?" | asked as he caught up with me. 

‘Looking for our bus. | swear to god it's not here. There's no way | could miss it" 

He had that right. How could you ever lose a dusty pink tour bus? 


It was over-" | lifted my arm to point, but where we had exited the bus that morning was just asphalt with a 


big spot of oil in the middle of it. "Uh oh." 


| knew | should just go on to Dave's bus and go to sleep. Hank probably had the Unicorn bus at the shop, 
getting the A/C worked on or something, but | felt a little panicky. My Arctic Ice was on that bus, and if 
someone had stolen it or something, | would be more than just the basket case that | was the other night 


when | was riddled with oxytocin withdrawals. 


Jason shielded his brow with the flat of his hand as we both looked to the far side of the parking lot. You 
could hear the hum all away from here. Rolling in was this big, massive, uber shiny red Prevost. When | say 
shiny, | mean the sun was glaring sparks off the side of it. The whole thing was a solid, bright, cherry red. 
Only the windows were a different color, which were stark black. I'd never even seen a bus like that, and with 


all the buses in our caravan, I'd seen about any kind there was, or so | thought. 

"Wow." Jason nodded. "That... uh..." 

The massive red wall of moving vehicle pulled right into the spot where the Unicorn bus had been. It was so 
big and long there was barely any space between the nose of it and the tail of the bus parked in front. When 
the rumble of the engine cut off, you could hear the hydraulics pushing the sides of the bus out. We watched 
the width of it swell out to twice its original size. 

"Holy shit, it's a Transformer! Jason's bright blue eyes turned to me. "Do you think that's ours?" 


| shrugged. "That definitely doesn't look like a bus that Gigantour can provide to us for free.” 


Jeremy sidled up to us from behind. | caught the movement of his arm in my peripheral vision as he lifted a 


little carton of chocolate milk up to his lips. He titted his head back, emptying it. Then he looked at me. 


"Well, | guess you fucked him, huh?" 


| pushed my fists to my hips. "Why would you say that, asshole?" 


He pointed the hand holding the milk carton towards the bus. "Because that's a bad ass Prevost. That's the 
shit, right there." 


"We don't even know it's ours, Jeremy-" 


That's when Jason knocked his fist against my arm and pointed back to the massive red bus. Hank was coming 


down out of the stairwell. 
"Yep. Cupcake gave up the goods." 


| slugged Jeremy's arm, screwing up my face with the exertion of it. Jason's eye found me from over his 
shoulder, and then he fell into a pace towards the bus. Jeremy and | trailed him; the whole time | kept thinking, 
Oh my god. Oh my god This is because | let Dave fuck my ass. 


| followed Jason into the stairwell, Jeremy trailing behind me. The air was so chill it felt like we'd walked into a 
meat freezer. My nose was immediately full of the odor of newness. As the interior came into view, my 


mouth dropped open. 
"Holy shit” 


Everything was polished oak and cream leather. There was a flat screen TV in the corner of the front lounge. 
The windows had motorized cream fabric blinds. We stepped towards the bunk room. One side was three bunks, 
each with their own fold down flat screens. The other wall was floor to ceiling storage, all in the same high 
polished oak of the front lounge's cabinetry. | opened one of the closet doors and saw the hard case that | kept 
my Arctic Ice in and a bunch of my t-shirts and jeans folded over on hargers. Welp, that proved it. This was 


our bus. | was never going to hear the end of it. 

Jeremy and Jason edged past me into the tiled area in between the bunk room and the back lounge. 

"WE HAVE A SHOWER!" 

"Holy shit, there's actually a clothes washer back here." 

| covered my mouth with my hand. Then | stepped onto the bottom bunk so | could see into the top one. There 
was my Pooh teddy bear that I'd gotten thrown at me at the New York BTU show along with my favorite 
feather pillow. 


"Is everything in the right place?" 


| dropped down and turned to find Dave standing behind me. He had his arms crossed over his chest, his eyes 
blinking at me softly. | could see a smile in them even though his lips were in a flat line. But it didn't last long 


after he saw the look on my face. 

"What have you done?" | asked, my eyes pleading. 

"Do you like it?" 

"Why did you do this?" 

He blinked a few times before his brow furrowed. "What's wrong with it?" 

| wanted to tell him what my band mates were assuming but they were only a few steps away. Scratch that, 
they were making their way back to us. | looked at them briefly before | glared back at Dave. His eyes stayed 
locked on mine as Jeremy came bounding up to him, wanting to shake his hand. 

"Wow, thank you, man, this is awesome." 

Dave stuck his hand out, letting Jeremy pump his hand a few times, but his eyes never left mine. 

"Don't thank me. Thank Bob. This is all because of her." 

| closed my eyes, sighing. "Dave..." 

"She earned it" 

| didn't even need to look at Jeremy and Jason | could feel their gaze on me, their judgements. 

"Bob." 

My eyelids opened and Dave was in front of me, that same disappointed flatness coating his features. He 
handed me an envelope and then turned to open one of the taller cupboards on the wall of closets. He began 
pulling stuff out as | ripped through the envelope. | unfolded the paper, seeing the Road Runner letterhead at 
the top of it. It read: Congratulations! 

"Congratulations." 

| looked as Jeremy and Jason were fiddling with some picture frames. Dave handed one to me. 


‘Its your first gold record" 


Well, it wasn't a gold record. It was a frame with a gold CD in it. My song, the one | wrote about Dave, ‘Metal 
Heart’, had sold over 50,000 downloads. My eyes went back to him. 


"Selling 50,000 downloads at 99 cents a piece isn't going to pay for this bus, Dave." 


"No, but Road Runner can afford this bus. Funny. They think you guys are worth the time, effort, and money 


now. Go figure." 


| just stood there with my jaw dropped open. Dave scratched at the whiskers across his jawline. Then he sighed 


and turned away from me. 

"Get some sleep, Bob." 

Jason leaned against the bunks beside me, watching Dave's head bob and then disappear down the stairwell. | 
felt my chest tighten and my breath hitch. | tried not to run. | purposefully walked slow, pushing down all my 
distress. My distrust. | didn't think Dave was completely honest.. He wasn't even "Almost Honest’. My footsteps 
were loud in the stairwell. | could see Dave up ahead of me, stopped by a fan or roadie or tech, or someone 
who was all those rolled into one. Before | got to him, another vampire had found him, and then another. His 
eyes glanced up at me when | approached as he scribbled his name on something. He sighed. 

"Why aren't you sleeping?" 

| need to talk to you." 


Another vampire arrived. This one was a scrawny kid, taller than Dave, but thin and hunched over. His eyes 


found mine while he waited for Dave to finish signing someone's CD cover. 
"Hey, you're Bobby Ellison" 


| grinned and nodded. He shoved ‘The System Has Failed! at me along with a sharpie. | signed my name and 


handed it back. 

"Dave!" someone yelled, and then there were more vampires encircling us. "Oh my god, it's Bobby!" 

Some were girls, and that felt cool. More CD's and magazines were handed to me, to Dave. We stood 
separately, both of us with our heads down, scribbling as fast as we could. There were multiple voices talking 
to Dave about his guitars, his equipment. | noticed someone hold a camera up. 

"Can we get a picture?" 

Dave leaned into a fan, this one with Down Syndrome. He had his arm over his shoulder, his hand squeezing the 
top of his arm. | could feel him sending his love to this person. He was praying for them, even as his eyes met 
mine. | could see the gratitude there, the love. 


"Bobby, can you get in there too?" 


Dave waved me over. | pushed past a few vampires and came to the fan's other side. This young man looked 


up at me from his thick glasses. He smiled. "Bob." 
"Hi. How are you?" 

He laughed. 

"In closer please” 


| inched in and put my arm around his back | felt Dave's hand rest on my shoulder blade, and | felt his 


positivity come out of his fingertips at me like a warm, energizing, hum. 


‘| love you," | said as a flash went off. | looked down into the fan's bespectacled eyes. "I love you." Then | looked 
back to Dave, whose gaze was set on mine. He knew | was speaking to him through the fan. | sent it out like a 


wave building up in my chest. "I love you." 
"| love you," said the fan. 


| hugged him tightly, squeezing my eyes shut. Dave's arms came around both of us. His voice murmured. "I 


love you. | love you." 


| felt one was for me, and the other was for the fan. He was probably just repeating it for the fan, but the 


fan kept repeating over and over, "I love you, | love you, | love you." 


| couldn't help it. My eyes teared up but | took a deep breath and | felt the tension ease out, that tension in 


your chest, behind your eyes that always precedes tears. | got it down. | won over it. 


Dave and | spent the next half hour signing more autographs and it was draining, all the people grappling and 
wanting and pleading. | felt my energy drain like you see the battery icon on your phone drop to empty. This 
was why Dave wouldn't walk me out on his own This is why he would call Hank to get me after the shows 


each night. | understood it now, but it had hurt me immensely that first night. Now | got it. 


"Bob." My eyes looked up from the magazine | was signing. This was one had the Ross Halfin pictures from 
when | first joined Megadeth. Nick was standing behind me, all smiles and ease from beneath his dark wavy 
hair, his goatee and mustache. | wanted so bad to keep the magazine for myself. "Bob. You need to go sleep." 


| nodded as the picture of me and Nick pulled back and someone handed me something else. "Sorry." | waved off. 


‘lm sorry. | have to leave." 

| headed back to the gigantic red bus, every so often turning to see Dave, still stuck with the vampires. He 
turned his head to look at me too. | thought about the fact that one day Gigantour would be over and it might 
be just me and him. It felt like such an unattainable thing, solitude with him. 


"Hey, rock star," Hank grumbled at me as | came up into the stairwell. He was sitting in the driver's seat, 


reading the bus's owner's manual. 

"Pretty cool," | said smiling, running my hand along the dash. "I hope it makes your life easier.” 

Hank shrugged. "It will." 

| stood there for a while, staring at him, something gnawing in my gut holding my feet in place. 

"Who paid for the bus?" | finally asked. 

Hank's eyes did not lift to mine. He pointed at the glove box. "Merchandise order is in there." 

| turned the leaver that dropped the lid on the glove box. It was a large box and the only thing in it was a 
laminated Prevost folder. | pulled it out and flipped it open. At the top, where it said ‘customer’, there it was. It 
didn't list Road Runner. It didn't read any corporation or management company or anything like that. It had the 
name of a person. 

David $ Mustaine. 

"God dammit. He lied to me." 

‘| didn't tell you that was there. You found it on your own" 

"Dave," | whispered. 


| looked out to the pit of vampires. His head was above them all, his face turned towards me. 


"God DAMN you.” 


